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Harry  heard  the  thud  of  the  blow  and  the  skurrying  of  footsteps  away  from 


.  _  the  barn 

Instantly  threw  open  the  slide  of  his  lantern.  A  dark  figure  glided  away 

Into  the  gloom.  Harry  shot  after  him. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

4 

THE  SUSPECTED  CRIMINAL. 

A  man  alighted  from  the  Hudson  River  train  at  Tarry- 
town. 

In  the  bustling  crowd  on  the  platform  he  was  hardly  no¬ 
ticed  among  the  other  passengers. 

The  fact  that  he  was  dressed  oddly  and  had  a  different 
appearance  from  the  other  people  aboard  the  train  had,  how¬ 
ever,  attracted  the  attention  of  two  other  passengers.  In 
fact,  so  deeply  did  they  become  interested  in  him  that  they 
left  the  car  and  followed  him  to  the  station  platform. 

He  was  tall  and  angular,  with  exceeding  breadth  of  shoul¬ 
ders. 

His  long  features  were  concealed  almost  entirely  by  the 
Upturned  collar  of  his  long  top  coat  and  the  slouched  brim 
of  his  soft  hat. 

He  carried  a  black  bag  under  his  arm,  and  seemed  averse 
to  meeting  the  gaze  of  the  other  passengers. 

There  were  business  men  aboard  the  train,  ladies  from  a 
shopping  tour  to  New  York,  people  travelling  north  and 
west  of  al  1  sorts  and  conditions. 

But  most  of  them  were  so  deeply  occupied  in  conversa¬ 
tion.  in  newspapers  or  thought  that  they  gave  the  odd-look¬ 
ing  stranger  but  a  fleeting,  idle  glance. 

All  except  the  two  men  mentioned  above,  who,  as  has 
i/-en  said,  were  so  interested  that  they  arose  and  followed 
hirn  out  onto  the  platform. 

If  the  stranger  was  conscious  of  this  fact,  he  did  not 
,*how  it. 


He  walked  down  the  platform  until  in  the  darkness 
beyond  the  radiance  of  the  lamps. 

It  was  an  exceedingly  dark  night. 

All  was  bustle  and  noise  and  confusion  on  the  platform. 

The  trainmen  were  busy  disembarking  passengers  and 
baggage. 

The  conductor  stood  impatiently,  with  watch  in  hand, 
ready  to  give  the  signal  to  the  engineer. 

Finally  it  was  given. 

The  wheels  of  the  train  began  to  move. 

The  two  men  who  had  followed  the  mysterious  stranger 
held  tickets  entitling  them  to  a  passage  to  Albany. 

Tarry  town  is  a  long  way  this  side  of  that  city. 

Yet  they  hesitated. 

“What  do  you  think,  partner  ?  Is  it  worth  while  ?” 

“I  wish  I  could  see  his  face.  I  declare  he  looks  to  me  like 
Lanky  Jim,  the  Chicago  confidence  man.” 

“He  is  crooked,  there  is  no  doubt  about  that.” 

“Sure.  He  has  every  sign  and  trademark.  But  if  we  take 
his  track  we  are  sure  of  a  lead,  and  we  have  to  hit  that  case 
at  Albany,  you  know.” 

“I  know,  but - ” 

“What  ?” 

“That  fellow  is  out  on  some  sort  of  an  expedition.  I  am 
curious  to  know  just  what  it  is.” 

“Hello  !  Our  train  is  going.” 

“What  shall  it  be  ?” 

“We  can  go  on  to  Albany  at  midnight.  Let  is  lie  over  here 
for  this  train,  at  least.” 

“Good.  .  But  we  must  not  let  him  see  or  suspect  us.” 

“Get  onto  the  platform  and  jump  off  into  the  shadow  on 
the  other  side !” 
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Thev  did  this. 

Thev  were  now  invisible  in  the  shadow  on  the  other  side 

V 

of  the  track  from  the  depot. 

But  they  could  sec  the  platform  and  the  tall  stranger, 
now  that  the  train  had  rolled  on.  • 

All  this  may  seem  to  the  reader  to  be  odd  and  illogical 
conduct  on  the  part  of  the  two  men. 

No  one  can  travel  far  without  observing  many  odd  char¬ 
acters  on  train  or  steamer.  But  surely  the  ordinary  person 
would  hardly  think  it  worth  while,  or  even  a  sane  idea,  to 
leave  a  train  and  follow  such  a  character  up. 

But  a  word  will  explain  to  the  reader  what  the  purpose  of 
the  two  men  was. 

They  were  detectives. 

In  the  length  and  breadth  of  the  land  none  could  be  more 

famous  than  the  two  Bradvs. 

%/ 

Old  and  Young  King  Brady  they  were  called. 

The  man  with  the  iron-gray  hair,  white  hat  and  tightly 
buttoned  blue  coat  was  James  Brady,  or  Old  King  Brady,  as 
he  was  better  known. 

No  more  famous  detective  ever  walked  the  pavements  of 
New  York. 

The  comparative  youth  at  his  side  was  Harry  Brady,  who, 
though  of  the  same  name,  was  yet  of  no  near  relationship. 

These  two  detectives,  the  old  man  and  the  young  man, 
travelled  together  and  were  fast  friends. 

Many  a  thrilling  case  of  crime  they  had  worked  out 
together. 

On  the  present  occasion  they  were  on  their  way  to  Al¬ 
bany  to  undertake  a  bank  robbery  case. 

They  had  noted  the  tall  stranger,  whom  Old  King  Brady 
had  suspected  of  being  Lanky  Jim,  the  Chicago  crook. 

That  the  Bradys  were  deeply  interested  in  the  dark-clad 
man  was"  certain. 

They  would  never  have  left  the  train  had  there  not  been 
a  strong  conviction  that  he  was  a  man  whom  they  would  do 
well  to  watch. 

The  tall  stranger  remained  for  some  time  on  the  platform. 

Those  who  had  alighted  from  the  train  hastily  departed 
on  foot  or  in  carriages. 

The  depot-master  was  busy  in  the  ticket  office,  and  no¬ 
body  but  the  two  detectives  noticed  or  were  interested  in  the 
unknown. 

This  seemed  to  satisfy  him,  for  he  presently  lifted  the 
brim  of  his  hat  and  threw  his  head  back. 

Then  he  slowly  walked  away  into  the  darkness,  down  the 
track. 

The  detectives  followed  him. 

They  were  fully  assured  by  this  time  that  his  purpose 
was  one  of  stealth,  perhaps  of  crime. 

Down  the  track  for  some  ways  he  proceeded. 

On  his  right  was  an  open  lot,  extending  to  a  street  beyond. 

^ '  radvs  ^vere  on  the  other  side  of  the  railroad  em¬ 

bankment,  behind  a  telegraph  pole. 

They  kept  well  out  of  sight.. 

The  stranger  paused  and  looked  about  him. 

He  became  apparently  well  satisfied  that  the  coast  was 


clear,  for,  without  further  hesitation,  he  left  the  railroad 

and  crossed  the  vacant  lot. 

“Quick  1”  whispered  Old  King  Brady.  “We  must  not  lose 
sight  of  him.” 

The  detectives  managed  to  gain  an  entrance  to  the  vacant 
lot. 

In  the  shadows  they  drew  closer  to  their  bird. 

That  he  did  not  suspect  their  pursuit  they  felt  sure. 

Beyond  the  vacant  lot  the  unknown  turned  down  a  dark 
street. 

To  his  left  was  the  hillside,  upon  which  were  the  finest 
residences  of  this  beautiful  river  town. 

But  the  unknown  kept  to  the  right. 

The  detectives  drew  nearer,  and  still  kept  him  in  view. 

Soon  the  street  became  a  country  highway.  The  town 
was  rapidly  being  left  behind. 

This  was  a  surprise  to  the  detectives. 

They  could  hardly  fathom  it. 

“What  is  his  game  ?”  whispered  Harry.  “Are  we  making 
fools  of  ourselves,  partner  ?” 

“Hush  !”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  shall  soon  see." 

Then  a  startling  thing  happened. 

The  object  of  their  pursuit  vanished. 

,1 

If  the  earth  had  opened  and  swallowed  him  up,  his  dis¬ 
appearance  could  not  have  been  more  absolute. 

The  detectives  in  their  eager  haste  pushed  on  for  a  wrays. 

Just  a  few  rods  from  the  highway  w7as  an  old  barn. 

It  was  in  a  state  of  ruin,  its  roof  having  partly  fallen  in 
and  the  doors  being  unhinged. 

“Do  you  think  he  has  sought  a  hiding  place  there?”  asked 
Harry. 

“I  don’t  know7.  It  may  be  so.” 

“Ought  we  not  to  investigate?” 

“Yes ;  but  we  must  be  cautious.” 

“I  have  an  idea.” 

“What  ?”  j 

“It  may  be  an  appointment.” 

“True  enough!”  agreed  Old  King  Brady.  “We  must, 
therefore,  be  doubly  careful.” 

The  detectives  with  the  utmost  caution  proceeded  to  creep 
up  to  the  old  barn. 

They  could  see  no  other  hiding  place  so  likely. 

They  listened,  but  only  the  night  wrind  soughing  through 
the  rafters  of  the  old  barn  could  be  heard. 

Nearer  crept  the  detectives. 

y  th  ey  were  close  alongside  the  structure. 

Then  there  came  to  their  ears  a  curious  scraping  sound. 

It  came  from  the  interior  of  the  structure,  and  wras  like 
the  dragging  of  some  object  over  a  rough  floor. 

For  a  moment  Old  King  Brady’s  hand  w7as  on  his  dark  i 
lantern. 

He  felt  an  impulse  to  throw  a  ray  of  light  into  the  place  . 
and  hold  the  unknown  occupant  under  his  revolver. 

But  on  second  thought  he  abandoned  the  plan. 

He  crept  slowly  and  cautiously  along  to  the  barn  door.  I 

It  was  understood  that  Harry  was  to  proceed  to  the  other 
door.  1 
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In  a  few  moments  the  old  detective  had  accomplished  his 
purpose. 

Then  an  astounding  thing  happened. 

Something  like  a  serpent’s  hiss  sounded  at  his  elbow. 

Then  an  object  descended  with  fearful,  crushing  force 
upon  his  head. 

Light  and  life  left  him. 

The  old  detective  sank  down  in  a  helpless  heap.  Then 
light  dashed  on  the  scene;  for  Harry  had  heard  the  noise 
and  came  rushing  into  the  barn,  but  too  late  to  be  of  aid. 


CHAPTER  II. 

THE  BRADYS  ARE  BAFFLED. 

Harry  heard  the  thud  of  the  blow  and  the  skurrying  of 
footsteps  away  from  the  barn. 

He  instantly  threw  open  the  slide  of  his  lantern. 

He  rushed  into  the  barn,  but  too  late  to  avert  the  attack 
upon  his  partner. 

A  dark  figure  glided  away  into  the  darkness. 

Harry  shot  after  him. 

The  young  detective  ran  as  far  as  the  highway,  but  the 
unknown  had  given  him  the  slip. 

Then  he  remembered  that  Old  King  Brady  had  been 
stricken  down  and  might  be  in  need  of  assistance. 

So  he  hastened  back. 

But  the  old  detective  had  quickly  recovered.  * 

The  blow  had  rendered  him  only  momentarily  uncon¬ 
scious. 

He  was  upon  his  feet  almost  as  soon  as  Harry  reached 
him. 

“Are  you  hurt,  partner?”  cried  the  young  detective. 
“Thank  Heaven  !  you  are  not  killed  !” 

“By  no  means,”  said  the  old  detective,  as  he  made  a 
valiant  effort  to  recover  his  scattered  senses. 

“I  got  a  good  crack  on  the  head,  and  feel  a  bit  sore.  Where 
is  the  rascal?” 

“He  has  escaped.” 

“Don’t  say  that.” 

“I  chased  him  as  far  as  the  road,  but  it  was  of  no  use.  He 
gave  me  the  slip  there.” 

The  old  detective  rubbed  his  bruised  head. 

“He  must  have  the  eyes  of  a  cat,”  he  said.  “I  could  see 

nothing.” 

“It  is  my  opinion  that  he  knew  we  were  following  him.” 

“Of  course.” 

“It  was  a  decoy!” 

“To  be  sure.  But  we  must  get  after  him.  It  will  not  do 
to  take  defeat !” 

“You  are  right,”  agreed  Harry.  “But  is  it  not  better  to 
take  a  look  over  this  barn  first  ? 

“We  will  do  so.” 

The  two  detectives,  with  their  dark-lanterns,  made  a  hasty 
inspection  of  the  barn. 

So  living  being  other  than  themselves  occupied  it. 


But  Old  King  Brady  saw  a  small  object  glittering  in  the 
hay  on  the  floor. 

He  picked  it  up. 

It  was  a  small  memorandum  tablet  of  silver. 

Upon  the  outer  case  of  metal  was  a  crest  and  the  initials: 

“H.  H.,  Jr.” 

The  detectives  saw  that  it  was  a  fine  piece  of  work,  and 
must  have  been  the  property  of  one  possessed  of  wealth. 

Only  two  of  the  ivory  tablets  were  left. 

On  one  of  these  was  written  with  a  pencil: 

“Gate  in  hedge.  Ladder  at  second  porch.  Dormer  win¬ 
dow,  west  side.” 

The  detectives  read  this  with  thrilled  interest. 

To  them  it  could  suggest  but  one  thing. 

The  memorandum  was  a  direction  given  the  owner  of  the 
tablet.  For  what  purpose  was  not  plain. 

Old  King  Brady  carefully  placed  the  tablet  in  his  pocket. 

“Never  mind  !”  he  said.  “We  will  not  attempt  to  investi¬ 
gate  this  just  now.  It  is  our  best  plan  to  give  chase  to  the 
rascal.” 

“All  right,”  agreed  Harry.  “Let  us  do  so.” 

So  the  Bradys  set  forth.  They  left  the  barn  and  gained 
the  highway. 

They  had  nothing  to  guide  them  but  a  peculiar  detective 
instinct. 

It  seemed  likely  to  Old  King  Brady  that  their  bird  would 
go  back  to  the  town. 

They  were  no  longer  in  doubt  that  he  was  a  criminal,  and 
that  he  was  up  to  mischief. 

So  they  went  silently  along  the  highway  to  the  town. 

It  was  past  midnight  when  they  arrived  there. 

The  town  was  dark  and  silent.  The  Bradys,  for  want  of 
a  better  purpose,  hung  about  the  railway  station. 

They  were  baffled. 

It  was  certain  that  they  had  absolutely  no  clew. 

The  unknown  crook  had  fooled  them  completely. 

“I  can’t  say  that  I  like  this,”  chafed  Old  King  Brady. 
“It’s  a  little  the  toughest  outlook  I  ever  saw.” 

“So  it  is.” 

“Can  you  advance  any  hypothesis  to  explain  it  all  ?” 

“Well,  to  tell  the  truth,”  said  Harry,  “it  is  not  hard  to 
gather  a  good  inference  as  to  what  the  villain’s  purpose 
was.” 

“What  are  your  deductions?” 

“We  will  assume  that  he  is  a  very  clever  crook.” 

“Yes.” 

“Also  that  he  is  the  party  who  dropped  that  silver  tablet 
in  the  barn.” 

“Very  good.” 

“Now,  I  assume  that  the  initials  on  the  tablet  are  not  his. 
It  is  a  bit  of  plunder  which  he  has  secured  in  his  career  of 
crime. 

“We  will  take  up  the  memorandum.  It  is  easy  to  fathom 
that.  He  has  received  directions  how  to  make  an  entrance 
to  some  house.” 

“You  are  doing  well,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Go  on.” 

“Very  good.  Now  he  has  come  to  Tarry  town  for  that 
purpose.” 
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“I  agree  with  voii.” 

O  J  s 

“Of  course  we  cannot  even  guess  what  house  he  intends 
to  enter.  The  presence  of  a  ladder  indicates  preparation 
and  the  work  of  an  accomplice !” 

“Just  so.” 

“This  is  as  far  as  I  can  go.  It  is  a  pity  that  we  cannot  get 
on  his  trail  again.” 

“We  were  fools  to  lose  it.” 

“He  must  be  possessed  of  superhuman  powers  ol  divina¬ 
tion  to  have  discovered  us.” 

“Oh !  I  don’t  know.  He  saw  us  get  off  the  train.  He 
may  know  us  very  well.  You  must  remember  that  we  are 
not  in  disguise.” 

“That  is  so/”  agreed  Harry.  “Of  course  that  explains  it.” 

“It  is  our  fault.” 

“Verv  true.” 

“But  we  must  do  something.  Your  hypothesis  that  he  is 
in  Tarrytown  to-night  for  an  evil  purpose  is  correct.  We 
are  helpless.” 

“Yet  we  must  do  what  we  can.  Suppose  we  take  a  run 
about  the  town.  Chance  might  lead  us  to  the  very  house  he 
intends  to  burglarize.” 

“I  am  agreeable.” 

It  did  not  take  the  two  detectives  long  to  carry  out  their 
purpose. 

In  a  few  moments  they  were  bn  their  way  to  the  residence 
part  of  Tarrytown. 

They  walked  up  one  street  and  down  another  for  hours. 

They  went  far  into  the  outskirts  of  the  town. 

They  met  local  police  and  conferred  with  them.  They 
tried  to  locate  the  supposed  burglar. 

But  in  vain. 

The  morning  light  broke  in  the  east  and  they  had  accom¬ 
plished  nothing.  Somewhat  discomfited  and  nigh  ex¬ 
hausted,  they  went  to  the  local  hotel  and  engaged  a  room. 

The  Bradys  were  defeated. 

They  were  willing  to  admit  this  without  argument. 

The  unknown  crook  had  given  them  as  baffling  a  chase  as 
they  had  ever  engaged  in. 

Old  King  Brady  was  disgusted. 

“There  is  just  this  much  about  it,  Harry,”  he  said  ;  “I 
have  abandoned  all  hope  of  prevention.  The  crime,  if  a 
crime  was  contemplated,  is  no  doubt  a  thing  of  the  past  ere 
this. 

“We  cannot  help  it.  We  are  not  superhuman.  All  that 
we  can  do  now  is  to  wait  and  exert  our  best  efforts  to  wreak 
punishment  upon  the  perpetrator.  That  is  all.” 

“I  agree  with  you,”  said  Harry.  “But  I  am  sorry.” 

“Oh !  so  am  I.” 

The  detectives  with  this  turned  in  for  a  few  hours  of 
sleep. 

Exhausted  nature  demanded  this,  and  they  were  soon  fast 
asleep. 

When  they  awoke  it  was  near  the  hour  of  noon. 

They  at  once  dressed  and  went  down  to  breakfast. 

After  a  good  meal  they  felt  much  better. 

Then  Harry  said : 

“Shall  we  take  a  look  about  the  town,  partner?” 


“Yes,”  agreed  Old  King  Brady. 

And  this  was  done. 

But  the  detectives  found  things  as  unruffled  and  quiet  a- 
usual  in  the  sleepy  little  village. 

There  was  no  rumor  of  a  burglary  or  crime  in  the  air,  nor 
anything  visible  to  suggest  such  a  possibility. 

The  Bradys  had  sought  out  every  house  with  a  hedge,  far 
and  near. 

But  not  a  clew  could  they  find. 

They  were  disappointed. 

“Come  on,  partner,”  said  Harry,  finally.  “We  are  pur¬ 
suing  an  ignis  fatuus.  We  can  never  get  the  clewT  we  are 
looking  for.  Let  us  go  on  to  Albany  at  once.” 

“Agreed,”  said  the  old  detective.  “But  I  tell  you  that 
tall  rascal  will  cross  our  path  again  some  time.” 

“If  he  does - ” 

“He  will  not  get  off  so  easy  the  next  time.” 

“Indeed  he  will  not.”  < 

The  two  detectives  paid  their  hotel  bill  and  went  down  to 
the  station. 

They  were  just  in  time  to  get  the  noon  train  for  Albany. 

Boarding  it,  they  were  wheeled  away  to  the  north  with 
great  speed. 

Arrived  in  the  Capital  City,  they  went  at  once  to  a  hotel. 

They  had  hardly  registered  when  a  man  of  average  height, 
with  haggard  features,  addressed  them. 

“Ah,  gentlemen,  I  expected  you  early  this  morning.” 

The  two  detectives  looked  sharply  at  him. 

“You  have  the  advantage  of  us,”  said  Harry. 

The  stranger  smiled,  wearily. 

“I  am  Lemuel  Walker,  of  the  Northern  New  York  Bank,” 
he  said. 


CHAPTER  III. 

THE  DIRECTORS'’  MEETING. 

“Ah!  said  Old  King  Brady,  with  an  interest.  “That  is 
the  bank  which  was  burglarized  ?” 

“The  same,”  replied  Mr.  Walker.  “And  I  am  the  presi¬ 
dent,  and  it  was  through  my  efforts  the  Chief  of  the  Secret 
Service  was  induced  to  send  you  here.” 

Y  ell,  said  Old  King  Brady,  “here  we  are,  at  your  ser¬ 
vice.” 

\ery  good !  Now,  will  you  not  come  down  to  the  bank 

w itli  me?  I  know  it  is  after  hours,  but  the  directors  are  all 
there.” 

“Oh,  certainly,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  <rWe  are  as 
anxious  to  get  at  once  upon  the  case  as  you.” 

“Very  good  !  Please  come  with  me.” 

The  detectives  followed  the  bank  president  out  of  the 
hotel. 

It  did  not  take  long  to  reach  the  bank. 

The  directors’  room  was  well  lit  up.  and  the  officials  of 
j  the  bank  were  on  hand. 

I  hey  greeted  the  detectives  as  they  entered. 
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Seats  were  offered  them  and  then  Mr.  Walker  opened  the 
conversation. 

"You  have  no  doubt  familiarized  yourselves  with  the  de¬ 
tails  of  the  bank  robbery,  have  you  not?"  he  asked. 

“Well,"  said  Old  King  Brady,  “we  would  like  your  ver¬ 
sion  of  it,  if  you  please.  Also  we  would  like  to  take  a  look 
over  the  bank." 

“That  shall  be  as  vou  desire.” 

The  detectives  were  taken  to  the  window  by  which  the 
burglars  entered. 

They  were  shown  the  bloody  slungshot  with  which  the 
watchman  was  stricken  down. 

Also  they  examined  carefully  the  steel  doors  and  locks  of 
the  safe  which  were  shattered  by  the  dynamite. 

It  was  the  usual  clever  work  of  the  cracksman. 

It  did  not  differ  in  essential  detail  from  the  usual  job  of 
bank-breaking. 

It  had  been  a  successful  piece  of  work. 

Fully  ninety  thousand  dollars  of  the  bank's  currency  had 
been  taken  before  the  alarm  was  given,  and  the  cracksmen 
had  been  obliged  to  flee. 

Not  a  clew  as  to  their  identity  had  been  gained. 

After  carefully  looking  over  the  premises,  the  detectives 
returned  with  the  directors  to  their  private  room. 

Then  the  discussion  at  once  became  informal. 

“Gentlemen,”  said  President  Walker,  “we  have  the  ut¬ 
most  faith  in  your  ability  to  master  this  case.  We  believe 
you  can  run  down  these  rogues !” 

Old  King  Brady  was  silent  for  a  moment. 

Then  he  nodded  his  head. 

“We  will  try,”  he  said.  “There  is  an  utter  absence  of 
clews.” 

“Yes,”  agreed  one  of  the  directors ;  “that  is  why  we  re¬ 
quire  the  services  of  you  detectives.” 

Old  King  Brady  smiled. 

“One  of  the  toughest  cases  I  ever  knew  had  a  hundred 
clews,”  he  said,  tartly. 

“But  if  we  knew  who  the  cracksmen  were  we  could  track 
them  down  ourselves,”  persisted  this  director,  who  seemed 
consumed  with  self-esteem. 

“Oh  no!  vou  couldn’t,  either,  Lane,”  said  another  di- 
rector.  “What’s  the  use.  The  detective  profession  is  a  trade 
in  itself,  and  no  ordinary  man  can  handle  it.” 

“Well,  that  is  irrelevant,”  said  Walker,  impatiently.  “We 

are  extremely  fortunate  in  having  secured  the  Bradys  on 
«/ 

this  case.” 

“Oh,  I  admit  that.” 

“Now,  gentlemen,”  said  the  president,  addressing  the  de¬ 
tectives,  “have  you  any  theories  to  advance,  or  directions  to 

give?” 

“No,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  quietly.  “We  can  only 
,ay  that  we  will  try  and  catch  the  rascals  for  you. 

“But  you  must  wait  with  patience.  It  may  take  a  long 

time.  But  we  hope  to  succeed.” 

“That  is  enough,”  said  the  bank  president,  warmly.  “We 
will  not  ask  anything  unreasonable.  If  you  fail,  I  for  one 
-hall  feel  assured  that  it  is  a  case  not  easily  within  the 

power  of  man  to  solve. 


“Taffy !"  whispered  Director  Lane  to  a  companion. 

Neither  Old  King  Brady  nor  Harry  showed  that  they  had 
heard  this  latter  word. 

The  old  detective  bowed  gravely. 

“Your  words  are  kind,”  he  said.  “The,  hour  is  getting- 
late.  Perhaps  we  have  discussed  all  that  is  necessary.” 

“I  think  so,”  agreed  the  bank  president.  “If  my  col¬ 
leagues  are  willing  we  will  adjourn  the  meeting.” 

Before  anyone  could  second  the  motion  or  make  any  re¬ 
mark  whatever,  an  astounding  thing  happened. 

There  was  a  light  tap  on  the  door. 

President  Walker  looked  in  that  direction,  ns  did  every¬ 
one  else. 

The  bank  president  hesitated  a  moment  and  then  said : 

“Come  in !” 

The  door  opened. 

A  man  entered  the  room. 

At  sight  of  him  the  two  detectives  were  for  a  moment 
stunned  with  surprise. 

A  tall,  slender  man,  in  a  dark  cloak,  long  features  and  the 
same  slouching  gait  of  the  unknown  crook  whom  they  had 
seen  at  Tarrytown,  and  to  whom  Old  King  Brady  was  in¬ 
debted  for  a  sore  head. 

There  could  be  no  mistake. 

It  was  the  same. 

The  detectives  sat  thrilled  and  speechless. 

The  newcomer,  however,  was  cool  and  unconcerned.  He 
swept  the  room  with  a  careless  gaze. 

His  eyes  rested  blankly  on  the  detectives  for  an  instant. 
Then  the  directors  all  rose. 

“How  are  vou,  Harris  !” 

“Glad  to  see  vou !” 

1/ 

“We  thought  you  had  gone  west !” 

Handshaking  was  in  order.  It  was  easy  for  the  detectives 
to  see  that  the  lanky  gentleman  was  a  personal  friend  of  all 
present. 

The  next  moment  Lemuel  Walker  led  him  forward  and 
said,  warmly: 

“I  sav,  Harris,  I  must  introduce  you  to  the  Bradys,  New 
York  detectives,  who  are  about  to  undertake  our  bank  rob¬ 
bery  case.  Gentlemen,  this  is  Mr.  Hocum  Harris,  Jr., 
cashier  of  this  bank,  and  one  of  our  directors.” 

The  two  detectives  arose. 

They  looked  squarely  at  their  man.  He  met  their  gaze, 
however,  in  an  easv  manner. 

“Glad  to  make  your  acquaintance,”  he  said,  bluffly. 

“Indeed !  I  think  we  have  met  before,”  said  Old  King 
Brady. 

Harris  elevated  his  eyebrows  in  perplexed  surprise. 

“Have  we?”  he  said.  “I  had  forgotten  it!” 

Old  King  Brady  was  tempted  to  say  more. 

But  on  second  thought  he  changed  his  mind. 

He  exchanged  glances  with  Harry. 

Some  discussion  followed,  and  Harris  affably  discussed 
the  burglary  with  the  Bradys. 

Tn  no  way  did  he  mention  the  affair  of  the  previous  night, 
and  even  mentioned  the  fact  to  Mr.  Walker  that  he  had  but 
just  returned  from  Buffalo  that  morning. 
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At  the  lirst  opportunity  Harry  said  to  Old  King  Brady 
in  an  undertone: 

“What  do  you  think  of  it?” 

“He  is  a  slick  one.” 

“Why  not  expose  him?” 

“It  is  not  time  yet.  We  have  really  no  evidence  against 
him,  vou  know.” 

This  was  true. 

That  the  lanky  Harris  was  a  cunning  rascal  the  detectives 
felt  sure. 

That  the  memorandum  tablet  found  by  them  in  the  barn 
with  the  initials  “H.  H.  Jr.”  on  it  was  his  there  was  no 
doubt. 

This  led  to  a  train  of  reflections  by  both  detectives. 

It  was  easy  to  deduce  all  sorts  of  theories. 

They  even  coupled  the  cashier’s  name  with  the  bank  rob¬ 
bery.  Perhaps  his  queer  actions  in  Tarrytown  had  some¬ 
thing  to  do  with  the  hiding  place  of  the  booty. 

It  was  an  interesting  situation. 

Of  course,  Harris  must  know  that  they  were  onto  him.  It 
was  certain  that  he  was  clever  enough  to  know  that  he  was 
safe  for  the  time. 

This  explained  his  readiness  to  meet  them  boldly  in  the 
directors’  room. 

All  these  things  the  detectives  carefully  figured  out. 

They  were  sure  of  their  premise.  / 

Harris  was  a  rogue. 

It  now  rested  with  them  whether  he  was  convicted  or  not. 

It  was  to  be  a  dangerous  game  between  him  and  the  de¬ 
tectives.  At  present  the  odds  were  in  his  favor. 

The  detectives  now  decided  that  their  best  plan  of  action 
was  to  also  play  the  game  of  bluff. 

Yet,  so  unconcerned  and  innocent  was  the  appearance  of 
Harris,  that  they  were  puzzled. 

After  the  meeting  broke  up,  the  detectives  and  Walker 
went  back  to  the  hotel. 

The  bank  president  seemed  in  excellent  spirits. 

“Gentlemen,”  he  said,  heartily,  “I  am  more  glad  than  you 
may  guess  that  you  have  taken  hold  of  this  case.  I  feel  sure 
that  the  guilty  rascal  will  be  caught.” 

“I  hope  you  will  not  be  disappointed,”  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “We  shall  do  our  best.” 

“I  am  sure  of  that.” 

“Permit  me  to  ask  you  a  question,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“With  pleasure.” 

“I  am  somewhat  interested  in  your  cashier,  Mr.  Harris.” 

“Ah,  indeed?” 

“Yes.  I  was  of  the  impression  that  we  had  met  before. 
Can  you  tell  me  all  about  him  ?” 

“Oh,  yes !”  said  Walker,  readily.  “He  is  a  son  of  Hocum 
Harris,  who  was  one  of  our  wealthiest  men.  He  is  one  of 
the  finest  young  men  in  Albany.” 

i/  o 

“Then  he  has  always  resided  here?” 

“Yes.” 

Old  King  Brady  was  staggered. 


THE  MURDER. 

The  Bradys  did  not  retire  early  that  night. 

Shortly  after  nine  o’clock  they  left  the  hotel. 

They  were  in  close  disguise. 

Their  purpose  was  to  do  some  shadowing  of  places,  and 
possibly  persons,  in  the  town. 

They  paid  a  visit  to  the  home  of  Hocum  Harris,  Jr. 

This  was  a  fine  mansion  in  the  upper  part  of  the  city. 

Harris  seemed  to  be  possessed  of  mean*,  and  stood  high  in 
the  community. 

This  only  increased  the  mystery. 

Why  should  he  engage  in  such  an  undertaking  as  the  rob- 
berv  of  his  own  bank,  of  which  he  was  the  cashier? 

Why  should  such  a  man  spend  an  evening  walking  about 
Tarrytown,  as  seen  by  the  detectives? 

It  was  a  puzzle. 

But  the  detectives  were  disposed  to  take  this  as  a  matter 
of  course. 

They  knew  enough  of  criminal  life  to  know  that  this  fact 
was  in  itself  little  proof  against  the  assumption  so  clearly 
formed  that  he  was  implicated  in  the  crime. 

The  deepest  and  most  dangerous  of  criminals  were  those 
who  utterly  lacked  motive. 

Depravity  of  mind  was  the  one  explanation. 

That  Harris  was  a  man  of  such  desperate  morals  they  felt 
sure. 

But  the  question  now  was  how  they  were  to  convict  him. 

To  be  sure,  they  might  arrest  him  and  endeavor  to  gather 
proof  afterwards. 

But  this  was  not  the  policy  usually  practiced  bv  the 
Bradys. 

They  preferred  to  obtain  first  the  evidence  and  then  the 
man. 

.That  they  would  be  able  to  do  this  they  felt  sure. 

It  was  a  late  hour  when  they  returned  to  the  hotel. 

The  next  morning  they  were  astir  early. 

They  went  down  to  breakfast.  On  the  way  through  the 
office  Harry  bought  a  morning  paper. 

Almost  the  first  thing  he  glanced  at  wa§  a  heading  which 
gave  him  an  astouding  thrill. 

“By  Jove!”  he  gasped. 

“Eh?”' exclaimed  Old  King  Brady.  “What’s  the  matter 
with  you?” 

“Look  at  that !” 

The  old  detective  did  so. 

He  gave  a  gasp  of  horror. 

On  the  front  page  of  the  paper  was  the  following  heading: 

“Murder  at  Tarrytown  !  The  crime  was  committed  night 
before  last  by  some  unknown  person. 

The  victim,  Weldon  Harris,  is  one  of  Tarrytown*- 

wealthiest  and  oldest  citizens.  He  is  found  dead  in  bed 

with  fingermarks  of  his  murderer  on  his  throat.  Choked  to 

death  by  an  unknown  assassin,  who  entered  the  house  bv 
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means  of  a  gate  in  the  hedge  and  a  ladder  placed  up  to  the 
chamber  window.” 

A  long  and  detailed  account  of  the  crime  followed. 

Weldon  Harris  was  a  wealthy  widower  and  misanthrope, 
who  dwelt  all  alone  on  the  Sleepy  Hollow  road. 

He  was  known  to  live  a  quiet  and  hermitlike  life. 

He  was  reputed  to  be  a  miser,  and  kept  large  sums  of 
money  in  his  house. 

V 

This  had  been  thoroughly  ransacked  and  the  money  taken. 

Who  the  murderer  and  thief  was  could  not  be  guessed. 

There  was  no  clew  to  be  found. 

The  Bradys  read  this  article  through  and  through. 

Then  old  King  Brady  took  out  the  tablet  and  read  again 
the  inscription : 

‘‘Gate  in  hedge.  Ladder  at  second  porch.  Dormer  win¬ 
dow  west  side.” 

“According  to  the  newspaper  account  that  is  the  way  the 
fellow  entered,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“And  that  fellow - ” 

“Is  the  man  we  followed  to  the  old  barn !” 

“And  he - ” 

“We  cannot  be  mistaken.  He  is  this  bank  cashier,  Ho¬ 
c-urn  Harris,  Jr.” 

At  this  moment  a  man  came  excitedly  into  the  hotel. 

It  was  Lemuel  Walker. 

“Pardon  me,  gentlemen,  for  intruding  upon  your  morn¬ 
ing  meal,”  he  said;  “but  have  you  glanced  at  the  morning 
paper?” 

“We  have,”  said  Harrv. 

“Ah !  then  you  have  seen  the  account  of  that  awful  mur¬ 
der  down  at  Tarrvtown?” 

“Yes !”  agreed  Old  King  Brady. 

“Well,  I  must  tell  you  that  the  victim  is  the  wealthy 
uncle  of  our  cashier,  Mr.  Hocum  Harris.” 

“Indeed !”  said  Old  King  Brady,  with  a  significant  glance 
at  Harry. 

“Yes.  To  be  sure,  Hocum  had  little  to  do  with  him,  for 
he  was  a  crusty  old  miser.  But  he  feels  it  his  duty  to  put 
detectives  on  the  case  and  to  go  down  and  take  charge  of 
his  uncle’s  affairs.” 

“Why,  that  is  proper.” 

“Just  so.  Now  while,  of  course,  we  are  anxious  to  cap¬ 
ture  the  bank  robbers,  Hocum  has  a  curious  idea  that  they 
may  be  identical  with  the  murderers  of  his  uncle.” 

Old  King  Brady  gave  a  start. 

“He  has  ?” 

“Yes !” 

“Has  he  any  particular  reason  for  that  suspicion?” 

“Well,  I  hardly  know.  He  is  going  down  to  Tarrytown, 
and  he  thought  perhaps  it  would  be  as  well  for  you  gentle¬ 
men  to  go  down  there  with  him. 

“When  doe3  he  leave?” 

“The  train  goes  in  forty  minutes*.” 

“We  will  be  ready.” 

“\  erv  good !  I  am  going  also.  W e  will  be  at  the  sta¬ 
tion.” 

The  Bradys  hastily  ate  their  breakfast.  Then  they  started 

for  the  depot. 


When  they  arrived  there  they  found  Harris  awaiting 
them.  Walker  was  also  there. 

Harris  seemed  exceedingly  nervous  and  excited. 

“To  think  that  my  uncle  Weldon  should  meet  his  end  in 
so  horrible  a  manner,”  he  said.  “And  then,  the  truth  was 
not.  known  for  an  entire  day.  He  lay  dead  in  his  room  all 
that  time.” 

“It  is  a  strangely  horrible  affair,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“Indeed,  I  think  so  !  I  came  near  stopping  over  at  Tar¬ 
rytown  that  morning  on  my  way  home  from  New  York.” 

“Oh !”  said  Old  King  Brady,  quietly.  “Then  you  had 
been  down  to  New  York?” 

“I  was  on  my  way  home.  I  had  been  to  Buffalo  and 
thence  ran  down  to  New  York.  I  arrived  in  Albany  on  a 
little  later  train  than  the  one  by  which  you  arrived.” 

“Then  you  did  not  stop  off  to  see  your  uncle  ?” 

“No !” 

The  old  detective  said  no  more.  He  glanced  at  Harry. 

The  train  sped  away  toward  Tarrytown.  At  about  noon 
it  arrived  there. 

There  was  much  excitement  in  the  little  Hudson  River 
town. 

Such  a  crime  had  not  been  known  for  many  years  in  that 
section.  The  people  were  greatly  wrought  up. 

The  detectives,  with  Harris  and  Walker,' at  once  took  a 
carriage  for  the  Harris  mansion. 

It  was  on  the  Sleepy  Hollow  road. 

The  local  authorities  had  charge  of  the  house  and  the 
remains. 

The  detectives,  as  soon  as  they  arrived  upon  the  scene, 
made  a  careful  examination  of  the  place. 

They  noted  the  open  window,  the  ladder  and  the  foot¬ 
prints  by  the  hedge. 

All  was  simple  enough. 

The  local  coroner  was  very  sagacious  in  his  inferences. 

“It’s  the  work  of  some  Sing  Sing  convict,”  he  said. 
“You’ll  find  that  some  of  ’em  has  escaped  and  done  this  job.” 

Harris  was  noncommittal. 

Walker  and  the  coroner  seemed  to  be  of  the  same  opinion. 

The  inquest  was  all  arranged  for.  The  jury  were  on 
hand.  The  coroner  decided  to  hold  it  on  the  spot. 

So  the  court  was  opened  in  the  large  parlor  of  the  man¬ 
sion.  It  was  packed  with  people. 

“I  tell  you,  Harry,”  said  old  King  Brady ;  “there’s  only 
one  thing  to  do.” 

“What?”  / 

“We’ve  got  to  spring  the  trap.” 

“But  the  evidence?” 

“We  can  prove  he  was  in  this  vicinity  that  night.  The 
memorandum  tablet  alone  will  convict  him.” 

“But  the  accomplice?” 

“That  is  an  after  consideration.” 

“Very  good !”  said  Harry.  “I  leave  it  all  to  you !” 

The  inquest  was  begun. 

It  was  a  difficult  job. 

The  coroner  tried  his  best  to  find  a  man  who  would  swear 
that  he  had  seen  a  Sing  Sing  convict  lurking  in  the  vicinity. 

Finally  the  detectives  decided  to  act. 


8 


TllE  BRADYS  AND  THE  WRONG  MAN 


Harry  took  up  a  position  by  the  door. 

Old  King  Brady  arose  and  said : 

“With  the  permission  of  the  coroner  I  would  like  to  ques¬ 
tion  a  certain  man  present.” 

“Does  it  concern  this  murder?”  asked  the  coroner. 

“It  does.”. 

“You  think  it  will  throw  light  upon  it?” 

“I  do.” 

“Who  is  vour  man?” 

«/ 

The  detective’s  gaze  wandered  across  the  room. 

“Mr.  Hocum  Harris,  Jr.,”  he  said. 

*  For  an  instant  a  hush  like  that  of  death  fell  upon  the 
room. 

Every  eve  was  upon  Harris. 

V  w  1 

The  young  cashier  looked  up  in  surprise. 

Walker,  the  bank  president,  was  dazed.  He  stared  at  the 
detective.  Harris  came  slowly  forward. 

“So  von  think  I  can  assist  you  to  throw  light  on  this 
mystery?”  he  said.  “Well,  I  hope  I  can.” 

“Will  you  answer  my  questions?”  asked  the  old  detective. 

“Every  one  of  them,  with  pleasure.” 


CHAPTER  Y. 

■ 

“you  have  got  the  wrong  man.” 

I  \ 

It  was  a  most  profound  sensation  which  the  old  detective 
had  created. 

# 

A  deadly  hush  fell  on  the  room. 

Harris  was  as  easy  and  nonchalant  as  could  be. 

Certainly  he  did  not  look  to  be  a  criminal. 

Old  King  Brady  fixed  his  keen  gaze  upon  him. 

He  seemed  to  look  him  through  and  through. 

“Mr.  Weldon  Harris,  the  victim,  was  your  uncle,  was  he 
not?”  he  asked. 

“He  was!” 

“Ah  !  What  was  the  feeling  between  you  and  your  uncle? 
Were  you  always  on  the  best  of  terms?” 

“We  did  not  always  agree.” 

“A  sort  of  mutual  dislike?” 

“Oh,  no !  His  ideas  and  mine  were  never  the  same.  But 
we  were  always  good  friends.” 

“Your  uncle  bas  left  wealth?” 

“Yes.” 

“You  will  inherit  it?” 

“I  shall.” 

There  was  a  low  murmur  in  the  crowd.  Walker  opened 
his  mouth  as  if  to  speak,  but  checked  himself. 

Old  King  Brady  went  on  in  a  merciless  way. 

“You  were  in  New  York  on  Thursday?” 

“I  was.” 

“You  left  the  city  on  the  evening  train?” 

“No!  I  left  the  city  Friday  morning.” 

Then  my  partner  and  1  did  not  occupy  the  same  car 
with  you  as  far  as  Tarrytown?” 

Harris  looked  blank. 


“I  have  no  such  recollection,”  he  said.  “I  left  New  York 
Friday  in  the  morning.” 

“And  you  did  not  stop  at  Tarrytown  ?” 

“I  did  not !” 

“Did  you  travel  alone?” 

“Yes.” 

“Can  you  prove  by  anyone  that  you  left  New  York  Friday 
morning?” 

Harris  hesitated. 

“Well,  I  don’t  know,”  he  said.  “I  didn't  meet  anybody  1 
knew.” 

“Ah !  Now  I  will  ask  you  if  you  did  not  leave  New  York 
Thursday  evening;  if  you  did  not  leave  the  train  at  Tarry- 
town  ;  if  you  did  not  walk  out  into  the  country  and  stop  at 
an  old  barn,  and  while  in  that  old  barn  if  vou  did  not  drop 
this  ?” 

Old  King  Brady  held  up  the  memorandum. 

During  this  volley  of  questions  Harris  had  stood  with 
blank  face  and  inquiring  gaze. 

He  stared  at  Old  King  Brady. 

But  when  the  old  detective  held  up  the  memorandum 
tablet  he  gave  a  start. 

It  was  a  start  of  recognition. 

Old  King  Brady  recognized  his  advantage  at  once. 

“It  is  vours?”  he  said. 

“Permit  me  to  examine  it,”  said  Harris. 

The  old  detective  held  the  tablet  nearer  for  inspection. 

“Yes,”  said  the  young  bank  cashier.  “It  is  true.  That 
tablet  is  my  property.  Those  are  my  initials  on  it.” 

“You  admit  that?” 

“Yes.” 

“I  thought  you  would.” 

“Where  did  you  get  it?” 

“We  found  it  in  that  barn  the  night  of  the  murder, 
and  after  you  gave  us  the  slip.” 

“I  gave  you  the  slip  ?” 

“Yes;  for  we  followed  you  from  the  train,  and  it  was  1 
whom  you  struck  upon  the  head  with  such  stunning  force 
that  I  could  not  pursue  you.” 

Harris  passed  a  hand  across  his  eyes. 

“Am  I  dreaming?”  he  asked.  “What  are  you  talking 
about  ?” 

“Do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  do  not  know?” 

“Ido!” 

“You  admit  this  article  is  yours?” 

“Certainly !” 

“How  did  it  come  in  that  old  barn,  I  would  ask?” 

“Why,”  said  the  cashier,  perplexedly,  “I  don't  know  what 
you  mean.  I  know  of  no  barn.  I  never  saw  vou  in  mv  lift' 
before  meeting  you  at  the  bank  in  Albany.  1  did  not  get  off 
the  train  at  Tarrytown,  nor  did  T  do  any  of  the  things  you 
speak  of.” 

The  young  cashier  sppke  with  all  frankness  and  earnest¬ 
ness. 


His  very  manner  was  sincere. 

“What  does  all  this  mean?”  demanded  Walker  hotly 
Surely  you  cannot  accuse  Hocum  of  anything  so  absurd?” 
“Easy,  Mr.  Walker;”  said  Old  King  Brady,  quietly.  “I 
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am  working  hard  to  subserve  the  ends  of  justice.  1  know 
you  will  uot  trouble  me.” 

“No;  but - ” 

"Silence,  then!  You  may  form  your  opinion  later.” 

"Silence  in  the  room !"  said  the  coroner,  who  was  inter¬ 
ested.  Mr.  Brady  has  the  floor.” 

"Mi.  Harris,”  said  Old  King  Bradv,  “you  will  admit  that 
my  partner  and  1  are  capable  of  seeing  straight.” 

"1  don't  know,”  replied  the  cashier. 

"Well,  we  are.  Assuming  that  we  are,  certainly  it  was  no 
optical  illusion.  We  can  swear  that  you  were  on  our  train 
Thursday  night,  and  that  you  got  off  at  Tarry  town.” 

“It  is  a  mistake.” 

“It  could  not  be.  You  have  no  double?” 

“Not  that  I  know  of.” 

“You  are  not  a  somnambulist,  nor  do  you  walk  about  in 
a  trance?” 

“Of  course  not !” 

“Then  it  was  you,  and  you  know  it.  The  discovery  of 
this  tablet  in  that  barn  proves  that  it  was  you.” 

“I  denv  it !” 

o 

“Very  well  !  You  hear,  Mr.  Coroner,  that  he  denies  our 
charge.  Now,  as  additional  proof,  I  will  ask  the  coroner  to 
examine  this  tablet  and  read  what  is  inscribed  upon  it.” 

The  coroner  took  the  tablet. 

He  read  the  memorandum  aloud. 

The  sensation  created  in  the  room  was  beyond  description. 

A  murmur  went  up,  and  all  eyes  were  fixed  accusingly 
upon  Harris. 

He  still  maintained  his  attitude  of  astonishment  anc|  in¬ 
credulity. 

“What  does  this  all  mean  ?”  he  said,  in  vague  wonder. 

“It  means/'  said  Old  King  Brady,  “that  an  accomplice 
was  to  have  the  gate  in  the  hedge  open  and  the  ladder  at  the 
porch.” 

“Why,  yes ;  it  looks  that  way.  But  I  tell  you - ” 

“It  also  means,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  emphatically,  “that 
you  are,  by  right  of  plain  evidence,  your  uncle’s  murderer.” 

“What?”  gasped  the  young  cashier,  turning  deadly  pale. 
“What  foul  scheme  is  this?  It  is  a  lie,  a  vile,  dastardly 
plot !” 

“It  cannot  be !”  cried  Walker. 

“Arrest  him  !”  cried  the  coroner.  “Do  not  let  him  escape.” 

Old  King  Brady  produced  handcuffs. 

“Mr.  Harris,”  he  said,  “you  are  my  prisoner.” 

For  a  moment  wrath  shone  in  the  young  cashier’s  face. 

He  showed  momentary  resistance. 

Then  he  put  up  his  hand. 

“I  must  sav  a  word  in  mv  own  behalf,”  he  cried. 

Old  King  Brady  halted. 

“Very  well,”  he  said.  “Let  us  hear  it.” 

*  “You  accuse  me  of  my  uncle’s  murder.  This  is  too  hor¬ 
rible  T  know  nothing  of  it.  The  night  of  the  crime  I  was 
on  an  Erie  train  between  Buffalo  and  New  York  City. 

“This  is  a  dark  scheme.  The  fact  that  my  tablet  was 
found  in  that  barn  should  not  incriminate  me.  That  tab¬ 
let  1  have  not  used  for  years.  I  did  not  know  what  had  be¬ 
come  of  it. 


“Some  thief  may  have  taken  it  there.  It  was  not  I.  On 
this  evidence  you  cannot  arrest  me  !” 

“You  forget,”  said  Old  King  Brady  ;“there  is  the  evidence 
of  my  partner  and  myself,  who  saw  you  leave  the  train.” 

“You  saw  me  leave  the  train  at  Tarrytown?” 

“Yes.” 

“You  did  not.” 

“Yes,  we  did.” 

“You  could  not.  It  was  not  possible.  I  was  not  on  that 
train.” 

Old  King  Brady  turned  to  Harry. 

“Have  I  not  spoken  the  truth?”  he  asked. 

“It  is  true,”  said  Harry.  “We  saw  Mr.  Harris  leave  the 
train  that  night  at  Tarrytown  and  we  followed  him.  It  is 
all  true.” 

“That  is  enough,”  said  the  coroner.  “I  shall  give  my 
verdict  accordingly.” 

“You  are  under  arrest,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  quietly. 
“Will  you  submit  gracefully?” 

He  held  out  his  wrists. 

“I  am  your  prisoner,”  he  said.  “I  submit  to  arrest.  But 
the  charge  is  an  unjust  one.  You  have  got  the  wrong  man.” 

“I  should  be  pleased  if  you  could  prove  your  innocence,” 
said  the  old  detective.  “But  I  think  I  am  in  the  right.” 

The  hearing  now  closed. 

Old  King  Brady  and  Harry,  with  their  prisoner,  went 
down  to  the  train. 

They  were  accompanied  by  one  man,  who  persistently 
maintained  the  innocence  of  their  prisoner. 

This  was  Lemuel  Walker. 

“It  is  ail  an  awful  mistake,”  he  averred.  “I  tell  you  he  is 
not  guilty  of  that  charge.” 

“Who  is,  then?”  asked  Harry. 

“I  don’t  know ;  but  it  is  somebody  else.  You  have  got  the 
wrong  man.” 

“He  will  have  the  benefit  of  a  fair  trial,”  said  Old  King 
Brady. 

“It  will  be  proved.” 

“Well,  I  hope  it  will.” 

In  due  time  the  party  reached  Albany*  A  tremendous 
sensation  was  created. 

That  Hoeum  Harris,  Jr.,  was  under  arrest  for  his  uncle’s 
murder  was  a  thrilling  bit  of  news. 

People  thronged  the  streets  and  besieged  the  jail. 

There  were  many  hot-headed  friends  of  the  young  cashier 
who  wanted  to  break  the  jail  and  release  him. 

But  the  majority  were  in  favor  of  a  fair  trial. 

“Suspend  judgment  until  then,”  was  the  ccf.  The  de¬ 
tectives  were  sure  of  their  game. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

AT  TI1E  RACES. 

At  the  hearing  the  evidence  against  Harris  was  sweeping. 
It  was  now  rumored  that  he  was  also  implicated  in  the 
bank  robberv. 
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All  this  was  a  shock  to  the  community  at  large. 

But  people  inclined  to  be  charitable  presently  began  to 
tap  their  foreheads  and  say: 

“The  same  old  story.  Too  much  mental  work.  Another 
good  man  gone  wrong !” 

Harris  was  remanded  to  jail  without  bail  to  await  trial. 

But  the  Bradys  did  not  consider  the  case  half  done. 

Thev  had  yet  to  track  down  the  bank-breakers,  who  were 
accomplices  of  young  Harris. 

Whether  they  were  tools  of  Harris,  or  he  was  their  tool, 

%J  s  s 

yet  remained  to  be  seen. 

In  his  cell  Harris  was  very  nervous  and  excitable. 

He  paced  up  and  down,  wringing  his  hands,  and  the  bur¬ 
den  of  his  complaint  was : 

“Oh !  to  think  of  the  disgrace !  It  is  unjust,  for  they 
have  the  wrong  man!  They  have  the  wrong  man!” 

The  Bradys,  however,  were  ready  to  go  on  the  stand  and 
swear  that  he  was  their  man. 

They  went  back  to  New  York  and  reported  to  the  chief. 

“We  have  our  man,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  have  the 
best  of  evidence.” 

“Very  good !”  agreed  the  chief.  “There  is  no  one  to  dis¬ 
pute  you.  I  am  glad  of  it.  But  I  have  been  visited  by  a 
score  of  his  friends.”' 

“Of  course,  I  am  sorry,”  said  the  old  detective.  “But  I 
was  never  more  sure  of  a  thing  in  my  life.” 

“If  he  is  guilty,”  said  the  chief,  “even  his  friends  ought 
not  to  stand  for  him.  But  your  evidence  is  mostly  circum¬ 
stantial.” 

“Yet  it  is  conclusive.” 

“Oh,  ves  ;  and  I  think  it  will  hold  in  a  court  of  justice.” 

“I  have  no  desire  to  convict  the  wrong  man.” 

“Of  course  not.” 

“If  there  was  only  the  least  bit  of  doubt - ” 

“Why,  certainly,”  said  the  chief.  “You  are  not  the  man 
to  make  a  mistake,  Old  King  Brady. 

“Oh,  yes;  it  is  possible  for  anybody  to  make  a  mistake.” 

“But  in  this  case - ” 

“In  this  case  I  do  not  think  I  am  mistaken.” 

“A  gentleman  from  Albany  called  here  to-day.” 

“Indeed  ?” 

“He  gave  his  name  as  Walker,  and  declared  that  he  was 
the  president  of  the  Northern  New  York  Bank.” 

“Yes;  I  know  him.”’ 

“He  was  very  emphatic  in  his  assertions'  that  young 
Harris  is  an  innocent  man.” 

“He  is  ruled,  I  fear,  by  personal  sympathy.” 

“Oh,  of  course !” 

“Justice  must  be  blind.  It  is  hard,  of  course,  but  there  is 

no  reason  why  Harris  should  not  pay  the  penalty  of  his  mis¬ 
deeds  as  well  as  any  other  criminal.” 

“Certainly!  Have  you  any  idea  who  his  accomplices 
were  ?” 

“They  must  have  been  professional  cracksmen. ” 

“That  is  logical.” 

“Now,  you  can  count  such  men  on  your  fingers  to-day  who 
could  do  such  a  job.” 


“Do  you  think  young  Harris  had  a  hand  in  the  bank  rob¬ 
bery  ?” 

“No,”  said  old  King  Brady.  “I  don’t  think  he  did.  But 
that  he  was  concerned  in  the  murder  of  his  uncle  I  am 
sure.” 

“Yet  he  may  have  been  cognizant  of  the  bank-breaking." 

“Oh,  yes !” 

“Then  you  have  not  as  yet  located  anybody  as  identical 
with  the  cracksmen?” 

Old  King  Brady  and  Harry  now  exchanged  glances. 

“Well,”  said  the  old  detective,  “we  have  no  proof  to  con¬ 
vict  ;  but  we  have  fixed  our  suspicions.” 

“Ah!  Upon  whom?” 

“We  know  all  the  cracksmen  who  are  at  large  at  present. 
Among  them  are  Dan  Hurley  and  Bill  Blake,  of  East  New 
York - ” 

“Hurley  and  Blake?  Oh,  yes.  They  could  handle  such 
a  job.” 

“That  is  what  we  thought.  Of  course,  we  lack  evidence.” 

“I  understand.  Do  you  know  where  they  are  just  now?” 

“Yes;  both  men  are  at  Coney  Island,  following  the  races.” 

“Then  vou  will  shadow  them?” 

“We  propose  to  take  the  boat  this  afternoon  for  Conev 
Island.” 

“Good !  I  hope  you  will  have  luck.  Certainly  you  have 
made  quick  work  of  this  case  so  far !” 

The  detectives  a  short  while  later  took  therr  leave. 

It  was  true  that  they  felt  confident  that  Blake  and  Hur¬ 
ley  were  their  men. 

Of  all  the  cracksmen  they  knew  outside  of  Sing  Sing, 
Blake  and  Hurley  were  the  most  likely  men  to  have  done 
such  a  job. 

Moreover,  the  fact  that  they  were  carrying  a  high  hand  at 
Coney  Island  and  following  the  races  was  evidence  that  they 
had  struck  luck. 

The  Bradys  went  to  Brighton  Beach  in  close  disguise. 

They  were  made  up  as  racing  men,  and  carried  their  field- 
glasses. 

When  they  reached  Brighton  they  lost  no  time  in  at  once 
making  their  way  to  the  track. 

It  was  a  little  past  noon,  and  not  time  for  the  races  to 
begin. 

But  the  detectives  visited  the  paddock  and  listened  to  the 
talk  of  the  jockeys  and  such  sports  as  were  there 

To  their  surprise,  shortly  after  entering  the  paddock  both 
Blake  and  Hurley  appeared. 

The  two  cracksmen  were  made  up  for  lively  sports,  being 
dressed  in  the  height  of  fashion. 

I  hey  seemed  to  be  on  familiar  terms  with  the  horsemen, 
and  particularly  were  attentive  to  a  little  jockey  whose  name 
was  O'Brien. 

The  detectives  watched  their  birds  closely. 

They  discussed  the  best  plan  for  action,  and  Old  King 
Bradv  said : 

It  would  be  well  if  we  could  enlist  their  s empathies,  and 
in  some  way  win  their  confidence." 

“That* is  right.  But  how  can  we  do  that  ?" 
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“Let  us  watch  the  horses  and  perhaps  some  plan  will  sug- 
stest  itself.” 

Soon  people  began  to  Hock  into  the  grounds  in  great  num¬ 
bers. 

Thousands  thronged  the  grounds  and  found  seats  in  the 
grand-stand. 

There  was  an  immense  throng  at  the  bookmakers’  booths. 
The  fever  of  gambling  was  on. 

The  Bradys  watched  the  progress  of  affairs. 

The  first  race  was  a  mile  and  one-half  dash,  and  had  a 
large  number  of  entries. 

The  betting  was  lively,  and  foremost  in  the  ring  were 
Hurley  and  Blake. 

It  was  certain  they  had  what  they  considered  a  reliable 
tip,  and  were  disposed  to  make  the  best  of  it. 

The  detectives  crowded  near  enough  to  hear  Hurley  utter 
the  name  of  ‘‘Pastime”  as  he  called  for  the  odds  from  the 
bookmaker. 

Thu  detectives  noted  that  the  jockey  O’Brien  had  the 
mount  on  Pastime. 

“They  are  working  on  a  tip  from  the  jockey,”  said  Old 
King  Brady.  “It  may  be  a  sure  thing - ” 

“And  it  may  not.” 

“We  shall  see.” 

The  detectives  held  aloof,  somewhat  interested  to  see  the 
result. 

They  had  not  long  to  wait. 

A  gong  sounded  and  there  was  a  movement  in  the  crowd. 

The  horses  were  at  the  post. 

Those  who  had  not  got  their  money  down  were  now  in  a 
haste  to  do  so  at  once. 

The  detectives  sawr  Hurley  and  Blake  draw  away  and  walk 
to  ythe  fence. 

They  followed  them  and  stood  just  behind  them. 

The  conversation  of  the  two  cracksmen  was  quite  audible. 

“Why,  it’s  like  pickin’  money  up,  I  tell  yer!”  declared 
Hhrley/as  he  lit  a  stub  of  a  cigar. 

“Of  course !”  agreed  Blake.  “Pastime  will  win  in  a  walk.” 

“Two  to  one  he  don’t,”  said  a  red-faced  sport  at  Hurley’s 
shoulder. 

The  cracksmen  turned. 

“Two  to  one  what?”  he  asked. 

“That  Pastime  don’t  win.” 

“Two  hundred?” 

“Yes.” 

“Put  up  your  dough !” 

“Here  it  is.” 

The  stranger  flaunted  two  one  hundred-dollar  bills  in  the 
air.  Hurley  pulled  out  one  hundred. 

“Who’ll  hold  the  stakes?”  asked  the  stranger. 

“Here  he  is,”  said  Hurley,  turning  to  Blake. 

But  the  stranger  demurred. 

“He’s  your  chum,”  he  said. 

“But  he’s  square !” 

“T  don’t  dispute  that.  But  it’s  more  regular  to  put  it  in 
neutral  hands.” 

“My  word  is  good,”  said  Hurley. 


“So  is  mine;  but  money  is  better.  Ah !  I  beg  pardon,  sir ! 
Would  you  do  us  the  favor  ?” 

And  the  sport  bowed  politely  to  Old  King  Brady. 

The  old  detective  glanced  at  Hurley. 

“Why,  y-e-s,”  he  said,  “if  it’s  mutually  agreeable.” 

“All  right,”  agreed  Hurley.  “1  can  see  the  gent  is  all 
right.” 

And  the  money  was  placed  in  Old  King  Brady’s  hands. 
The  horses  were  given  several  false  starts. 

Then  they  broke  away  even,  and  the  race  was  on. 

The  great  throng  of  excited  racegoers  sent  up  a  great 
cheer. 

“Now,  they’re  off!” 

“What  a  pretty  bunch !” 

“See  Rosebud  lead.  She  is  the  game  little  mare !“ 
“Hurrah  !  It’s  Pastime’s  race !” 


CHAPTER  VII. 

A  DISAGREEMENT. 

It  was  Hurlev  who  shouted  this  last. 

For  a  moment  it  looked  as  if  his  claim  was  just. 

Pastime  did  go  to  the  front  at  the  half-mile  and  showed 
up  several  lengths  to  the  good. 

But  experienced  racing  men  said: 

“He  is  making  the  pace.  He  can’t  hold  it.” 

Thus  they  ran  to  the  mile. 

Hurley  and  Blake  were  yelling  like  demons. 

They  believed  their  money  won. 

But  on  the  last  half  there  was  a  sudden  closing  up. 
Rosebud,  the  first  one  to  lead,  was  now  the  last. 

Pastime  had  certainly  run  a  good  race. 

But  lie  was  done. 

He  was  lagging  in  the  last  three  furlongs,  and  no  whip 
or  spur  could  keep  him  up. 

A  great  cheer  went  up. 

“Wanderer  is  the  winner !  Look  at  him  go  through  his 
field !” 

A  great  bay  horse,  with  a  stride  of  enormous  length,  shot 
to  the  front.  But  he  was  not  the  winner,  either. 

Pastime  had  stopped  utterly,  and  was  now  in  the  real 
A  great  shout  went  up. 

“The  Seer  wins !  Hurrah !  The  Seer !  The  Seer !” 

The  cry  went  up  from  thousands  of  throats.  The»  jockeys 
came  back  to  weigh  in. 

The  Bradys  glanced  at  Hurley  and  Blake. 

They  wore  sober  faces. 

The  stranger  stepped  forward  blandly  and  said : 

“Well,  gentlemen,  are  you  satisfied?” 

“Pay  him  the  money,”  Hurley  said,  in  a  curt  manner. 
Old  King  Brady  did  so  without  any  comment. 

Hurley  and  Blake  went  back  to  the  betting  ring. 

“It’s  easy  to  see  wliat  they’ll  be  doing  shortly,”  said  Harry. 
“What?” 

“They’ll  be  back  at  their  trade  of  cracksmen.” 

“That’s  right  enough,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “They’ll 
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need  to  break  a  bank  every  day  in  the  week  to  keep  this 
pace  up.” 

‘‘What  shall  we  do  now?” 

“We  can  do  little  but  keep  them  in  sight.” 

“If  we  could  strike  up  an  acquaintance  now - ” 

“I  hardly  think  that  will  be  possible/' 

“They  are  not  cordial.” 

“No.” 

“Well,  we  can  shadow  them.’’ 

“Yes.” 

The  detectives  hovered  near  the  two  crooks  for  a  long 
while. 

Hurley  and  Blake  did  not  go  near  the  paddock  again. 

Evidently  they  were  sore  on  the  jockey  who  had  thrown 
them  down. 

The  crooks  made  a  bet  on  every  race,  and,  so  far  as  the 
Bradvs  could  see,  lost  everv  time. 

When  the  day  drew  to  its  close,  and  they  were  ready  to 
leave  the  track,  the  detectives  kept  a  close  eye  on  them. 

Contrary  to  their  expectations,  the  crooks  did  not  take  a 
train  for  Newr  York. 

Instead  they  went  over  to  a  hotel  and  registered. 

The  Bradys  did  the  same,  of  course  registering  under  an 
assumed  name. 

Hurley  and  Blake  sat  out  on  the  piazza  and  listened  to  the 
band  and  smoked. 

They  were  in  apparently  a  sober  frame  of  mind. 

Finally  they  arose  and  sauntered  far  down  the  beach. 

The  detectives  played  the  shadow. 

Beyond  the  lights  and  merry-go-rounds  the  two  crooks 
strolled. 

They  reached  a  lonely,  deserted  part  of  the  shore  and  sat 
down  in  a  hollow  in  the  sand. 

This  gave  the  detectives  the  opportunity  they  sought. 

They  crept  up  behind  the  crooks  until  they  could  hear 
every  word  spoken. 

Strangely  enough,  the  two  cracksmen  did  not  lower  their 
tones.  / 

They  were  engaged  in  excited  conversation/  wrhicli  at 
times  partook  of  mutual  recriminations. 

,  “Curse  the  horses !”  gritted  Hurley.  “I  never  had  any 
luck  with  ’em,  anyway.  They’re  a  hoodoo.” 

“That’s  right  enough,  pard.  But  ye  were  dead  set  to  try 
’em.” 

“Who  was  ?” 

“You  was !” 

“That’s  a  doggone  lie!"  cried  Hurley,  furiously.  “You 
proposed  the  thing  yourself.” 

“Go  easy,  pard  !”  1 

“I  tell  ve  it’s  so !” 

“Waal,  I  ain’t  goin'  to  quarrel  with  ye.  But  I  want  to  ax 
ye  what  we’re  goin’  to  do?” 

“We’ve  got  to  see  the  boss.” 

“It's  no  use.” 

“It  ain’t,  eh?” 

“No.” 

“Why  not?” 


“Why,  we  got  our  share  of  that  Alban)’  job.  He  won’t  d<> 
no  more  fer  us.” 

“Won’t  he?”  growled  Hurley.  “We’ll  see  if  he  won’t !  1 
tell  you  he  don’t  want  the  facts  in  the  case  known.” 

“Well,  that  may  be;  but  we  can’t  ask  him  for  any  more.* 

“You  bet  I  will !” 

“It's  possible,  he  might  put  us  onto  another  job." 

“Tie  must  do  that,  or  give  us  enough  to  get  out  of  the 
country  with.” 

“Out  of  the  country?” 

“  Yes !” 

“Bah !  You're  always  talkin’  of  gettin’  out  of  the  country. 
Every  time  you  get  the  dough  you  jest  go  and  blow  it  in  like 
you  have  this  time.” 

■  “Well,  I  wron’t  next  time." 

“Where  will  ye  go  ?” 

“To  London.” 

“They’ll  lock  ye  up  fer  ninety  years’  over  there.  I  hain’t 
no  use  fer  English  prisons.” 

“I’ll  look  out  fer  that.  D’ye  know  there’s  detectives  hot 
on  our  trail  here?” 

“Oh,  yes !” 

“Ye  don’t  seem  worried.” 

“Pooh  !  I  don’t  remember  when  there  wTarn’t !” 

“Ha,  ha  !  That’s  good !  Well,  partner,  how  much  have 
ye  got  left  from  the  Albany  job  ?” 

“Two  hundred.” 

“No,  ye  hain’t.” 

“You  bet  I  have,”  said  Blake.  “An’  I'm  going  to  have 
it,  too !” 

“The  deuce !  We  could  go  and  play  Royal  Duke  to-mor- 
rowr  in  the  handicap  and  win  a  thousand.” 

“Do  ye  see  anything  green  about  me?” 

.  “Look  here,  you’re  a  fine  pal.”  ' 

“That’s  what !” 

“You  knowr  I’m  dead  broke,  and  you  won’t  divvy.” 

“Nit !  You  had  more  than  1,  and  you  blowed  it  all  in.  I 
am  not  to  blame  for  that.” 

“But  vou  onlv  lend  it  to  me.” 

“Yes,  I  know;  but  1  don't  want  to  see  my  money  go  for 
nothing.  That’s  all.” 

A  bitter  curse  escaped  Hurley. 

“Why,  you  thick-skinned  pig !”  he  gritted.  “Is  that  the 
way  you’re  goin’  to  treat  me?  You’d  never  have  got  onto 
the  Albany  job  if  it  hadn’t  been  for  me!” 

“Oh !  I’d  done  just  as  well !” 

“Then  ye  won’t  divvy?” 

“No.”  * 


all 


“Curse  ye!  Don’t  ye  know  I’m  dead  broke?” 

I  hat  s  your  own  lookout,  said  Blake,  indifferently. 
“Oh!  then  you  want  to  break  up  the  partnership,  do  ye?” 
“No,  not  that ;  unless  vou  do.” 


“Well,  then,  ain’t  ye  goin’  to  do  the 
‘Look  here.  Dan,  said  Blake,  icily  ; 
right  if  we  can  only  start  right.” 
“Go  ahead.” 

“Now,  1  don’t  mean  to  play  the  hor 
“Neither  do  1.” 


square  thing  by  me?" 
"you  and  1  can  hitch 


ses  any  more.” 
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"Yes,  ye  do.  If  I  gave  ye  the  hundred  ye'd  put  it  on 
Royal  Duke  and  lose  every  durned  cent  of  it.  I’d  better 
light  my  cigar  with  it.” 

"Well,  s'posin  I  agree  not  to?” 

"Then  ye  won't  need  the  hundred.” 

Hurley  gritted  his  teeth  savagely. 

He  sprang  up. 

"You  an'  1  can't  hitch,  Bill  Blake,”  he  said.  “We’  11  break 
up  after  the  next  job.’’ 

"Then  ye  don't  want  to  break  up  jest  now?” 

"Not  until  after  the  next  job.  Lord  says  he  has  a  rich 
lead  for  us.  We’d  better  take  it.” 

“Oh,  of  course  !  Do  you  know  what  it  is  ?” 

"No;  but  we  are  to  meet  him  to-morrow  night  at  Hale’s, 
in  the  Bowery.  He  will  give  us  the  whole  thing  then.” 

“All  right !  Let’s  go  back  to  the  hotel  and  sleep.” 

An  unfortunate  thing  happened  just  thep. 

Harry  and  Old  King  Brady  had  found  a  good  point  of 
vantage  behind  a  tumble-down  bath  house. 

They  could  hear  and  not  be  seen  very  easily. 

But  Harry  had  leaned  a  trifle  too  hard  against  the  corner 
of  th'e  unstable  structure.  «  , 

And  now,  with  a  sudden  loud  crash,  it  fell. 

Harry  was  precipitated  almost  at  the  feet  of  the  crooks. 

Blake  and  Hurley  were  startled  and  surprised.  Harry 
scrambled  to  his  feet,  only  to  be  confronted  by  them. 

“Great  J ericho !”  cried  Hurley.  “Here’s  an  eavesdrop¬ 
per,  on  my  life,  Bill !” 

“Who  is  he?” 

“Speak  up,  you  whelp  !  Who  are  you  ?”  demanded  Hur- 

ley. 

“I — I  didn’t  know  you  were  here,”  stammered  Young 
King  Brady.  “It  was  unintentional.  I  beg  your  pardon !” 

“Weren’t  you  playing  eavesdropper?”  demanded  Hurley, 
savagely. 

“Oh,  no,  no  !”  sputtered  the  detective.  “I  didn’t  see  you.” 

“Who  are  ye  ?  Strike  a  match,  Bill,  till  we  take  a  look  at 
him !” 

Blake  held  a  match  up  in  Harry’s  face. 

The  young  detective’s  disguise  stood  him  in  good  stead 
now.  i 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

BACK  TO  NEW  YORK. 

The  two  crooks  scrutinized  the  young  detective  closely. 
But  they  did  not  recognize  him. 

The  match  went  out. 

“Did  you  hear  anything  w’e  said?”  demanded  Hurley. 
“N-no!”  stammered  Harry,  weakly. 

“It’s  well  fer  ye,  or  I’d  slit  yer  weazand  fer  ye!”  said 
Hurley,  savagely.  “Now  get  out  as  quick  as  ye  can !” 
Harry  lost  no  time  in  slipping  away  into  the  darkness. 
Hi-  attitude  of  feigned  terror  had  deceived  the  cracksmen. 
I  'i<' t  wo  ruffians  now  returned  to  the  hotel. 


A  moment  later  Harry  rejoined  Old  King  Brady. 

“Well,”  muttered  the  young  detective,  “that  w7as  a  close 
call.” 

“Yes;  but  they  suspected  nothing.” 

"I  don’t  think  they  did.” 

“Certainly  not !  Now  I’m  anxious  to  know7  u'hat  job  this 
is  they  have  on  hand.” 

“And  wdio  is  this  Lord  ?  Their  boss,  maybe.” 

“Yes.” 

“They  are  to  meet  at  Hale’s  dance  hall,  in  the  Bowery, 
to-morrow7  night.  We  had  better  be  on  hand.”  • 

“Sure !  I  want  to  see  this  Mr.  Lord,  wdio  has  so  much 
wrork  for  them  to  do.” 

“Very  likely  he  is  the  party  thrpugh  wrhonu  young  Harris 
did  business.” 

“Yes ;  and  he  may  be  the  real  murderer.” 

“To  be  sure.” 

Thus  the  detectives  philosophized. 

But  they  followed  the  two  cracksmen  back  to  the  hotel. 
There  they  retired  to  rest. 

The  detectives  knew7  that  the  villains  wTould  be  astir  early. 

They  felt  sure  that  they  meant  to  leave  Brighton  Beach. 

Probably  they  wrould  go  back  to  New7  York. 

So  the  Bradys  wrere  bound  to  be  astir  early. 

As  they  expected,  the  twTo  cracksmen  w7ere  on  the  piazza 
vflth  their  grips  at  seven  o’clock. 

The  detectives  w7ere  there,  too. 

They  u7ere  not  recognized,  as  they  were  in  close  disguise. 

When  the  cracksmen  took  the  boat  for  New7  York,  the 
detectives  did  the  same. 

On  deck  thev  sat  near  them  and  heard  snatches  of  their 

Kf 

conversation. 

But  nothing  more  of  value  wras  learned. 

In  due  time  the  pier  in  New  York  was  reached. 

The  Bradys  wondered  at  the  audacity  of  the  villains  in 
appearing  in  New  York  in  broad  daylight. 

They  could  have  arrested  them  then  and  there  and  thus 
put  an  end  to  our  story. 

But  for  obvious  reasons  they  did  not  care  to  do  so. 

It  was  their  belief  that  the  real  murderer  was  yet  to 
turn  up. 

’  The  man  named  Lord,  of  whom  the  villains  spoke,  wras  no 
doubt  the  one. 

The  Bradys  were  anxious  to  see  him. 

The  tw7o  cracksmen  crossed  West  street  and  entered  a 
small  lodging  house,  usually  frequented  by  sailors  and  long¬ 
shoremen.  « 

The  detectives  did  not  venture  into  the  place  at  once. 

In  fact,  Old  King  Brady  hardly  saw  the  necessity. 

He  said,  decidedly : 

“We  are  all  right.  They  will  not  leave  here  until  night. 
They  will  then  go  over  to  keep  the  appointment  at  Hale’s 
place.” 

“That  is  so,”  agreed  Harry.  “Well,  if.  you’re  satisfied 
1  am.” 

“I  think  it  is  all  right.  Bye  and  bye  wre  will  go  in  and 
make  sure  that  they  arc  registered  here.” 

“A  good  idea.” 
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So  the  Bradys  remained  on  the  street  and  were  satisfied 
to  merely -keep  watch  of  the  place. 

And  Old  King  Brady’s  assumption  was  proved  correct. 
The  two  cracksmen  had  secured  a  room  in  the  place  and 
retired  to  it. 

It  was  not  their  purpose  to  leave  it  until  nightfall. 

The  Bradys,  becoming  assured  of  this,  did  not  remain  all 
day  in  watch  of  the  place. 

This  was  not  deemed  necessary. 

They  went  uptown  and  came  back  again  later  in  the  after¬ 
noon. 

Evening  came  finally,  and  they  were  on  their  guard  to  see 
their  men  emerge  from  the  lodging  house. 

Seven  o’clock  came;  eight,  nine  and  ten. 

Still  the  two  cracksmen  did  not  show  up. 

Old  King  Brady  gave  a  start. 

“Perhaps  they  have  fooled  us,”  he  said,  in  consternation. 
“What  do  you  mean?” 

“They  may  have  left  before  we  got  here.” 

“Whew !”  exclaimed  Harry.  “That  is  something  I  never 
thought  of.  Let  us  find  out.” 

It  did  not  take  the  two  detectives  long  to  do  this. 

Thev  crossed  the  street  and  entered  the  little  barroom 
connected  with  the  lodging  house. 

A  little  weazen-featured  man  was  behind  the  bar. 

i 

“Give  us  two  small  beers,”  said  Harry. 

The  fellow  at  once  placed  the  drinks  on  the  bar. 

It  was  vile  stuff,  but  the  detectives  pretended  to  drink. 
Then  Old  King  Brady  finally  turned  and  said : 

“Shall  we  register?” 

The  barkeeper  nodded  with  alacrity.  He  pushed  a  grimy- 
looking  book  across  the  bar. 

“I  shall  be  happy,”  he  said. 

Old  King  Brady  took  the  stump  of  a  pen  and  wrote  down 
a  couple  of  fictitious  names. 

He,  however,  ran  his  eye  up  the  page. 

He  saw  the  only  two  arrivals  of  the  day  were  as  follows : 
“John  Jackson,  Jersey  City.” 

“J.  M.  Sprague,  Rahway,  N.  J.” 

The  old  detective  at  once  recognized  the  aliases  of  Hurley 
and  Blake.  ( 

He  winked  at  Harry. 

But  to  the  barkeeper  he  said : 

“Hello !  Here’s  a  couple  of  friends  of  mine  stopping  here. 
Are  they  in?” 

The  fellow  bent  over  the  page  and  scrutinized  the  names. 
Then  he  looked  critically  at  the  old  detective. 

“Be  they  yer  friends  ?”  he  asked. 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  they’re  not  here.” 

“When  did  they  go?” 

“About  three  o’clock  in  the  afternoon.” 

Old  King  Brady  closed  the  book.  He  started  for  the  door. 
“I’m  sorry.  You  can't  tell  me  where  they’ve  gone?” 

“To  tell  the  truth,  stranger,  I  don’t  know,”  said  the  bar¬ 
keeper. 

“Are  they  coming  back?” 

“I  reckon  not.” 


“All  right.  Good-day.” 

“Good-day.” 

The  Bradys  left  the  place. 

Once  in  the  street,  Harry  said : 

“To  think  of  it !  Didn’t  they  fool  us  in  good  shape?” 

“I  should  say  so,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  grimly. 

“It  can’t  be  that  they  got  scared.” 

“I  think  not.” 

“Did  they  really  know  that  we  were  on  their  trail  ?” 

“I  can’t  believe  it.” 

“Well,  the  next  thing - ” 

“Is  to  go  to  Hale’s  place  in  the  Bowery.” 

“That’s  right !” 

So  the  two  detectives  at  once  set  out  for  the  Bowery. 

They  knew  whe/e  Hale’s  place  was,  well  enough. 

It  was  a  dance  hall  of  the  usual  type  found  in  that  section 
of  the  city. 

At  that  hour,  about  eleven,  it  was  beginning  to  fill  up. 

As  the  detectives  entered  they  instinctively  cast  a  glance 
about  the  place. 

They  were  a  little  discomfited  not  to  see  their  men.  .  They 
sank  into  seats  at  a  table  and  watched  the  dancing. 

“Humph !”  said  Old  King  Brady,  finally.  “I  believe 
we’re  beaten,  Harry.” 

“You  don’t  mean  it !” 

“They  are  not  here.” 

“How  do  you  explain  it  ?” 

“Well,  perhaps  they  were  visited  by  Lord,  or  they  decided 
to  go  in  quest  of  him  earlier.  There  is  some  curious  reason 
for  it  all.” 

“Of  course  there  is  !  It  is  too  bad.  We  are  off  the  track.” 

“It  looks  like  it.” 

“Well,  what  shall  we  do?” 

“We  will  wait  here  a  while  longer.  The  rascals  are  onto 
some  job,  for  they  spoke  of  it.  We’ll  try  and  find  out  what 
that  is.” 

“To  be  sure !” 

The  detectives  hovered  about  Hale's  place  until  a  late 
hour.  Yet  the  two  crooks  did  not  show  up. 

“That  is  a  lesson  to  us,”  said  Harry.  “We  ought  not  to 
have  lost  sight  of  them.” 

But  Old  King  Brady  smiled  grimly. 

“Never  mind!”  he  said,  quietly.  “We  will  find  them 
again.” 

“I  am  afraid  not.” 

“Oh,  yes,  we  will.” 

“What  makes  you  so  sure?” 

“Well,  these  fellows  feel  safe.  They  see  no  reason  for 
alarm.  Their  conduct  shows  that.  It  will  make  them  over¬ 
confident,  and  they  will  do  something  to  betray  themselves.” 

I  wish  we  knew  what  new  job  it  was  they  had  on  hand." 

“So  do  I.” 

T  he  Bradys  finally  left  Hale  s  place.  They  walked  slowlv 

down  the  Bowen'. 

%> 

01(1  King  Brady  was  trying  hard  to  hit  upon  a  solution  of 
the  difficulty,  when  Harry  gave  a  mighty  start. 

.To\ e !  he  exclaimed;  “1  am  snro  I  saw  Hurley  go 
into  that  side  street  ahead  there.” 
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Old  King  Brady  was  at  once  alert.  His  hawk  eye  scanned 
i  he  locality  mentioned.  He  gave  a  sharp  exclamation. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

OUTWITTED  AGAIN. 

“By  the  gieat  guns!”  he  exclaimed;  “I’ll  swear  I  saw  the 
same.  Did  you  say  you  saw  Hurley  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  it  was  Blake  I  saw.” 

“I  am  sure  of  my  man.” 

“And  so  am  I  sure  of  mine.  Well,  we  will  see  about  that.” 

Both  detectives  dashed  forward. 

They  reached  the  corner  of  the  street  in  question. 

They  saw  that  it  led  down  into  Chinatown. 

It  was  one  of  the  shadiest  parts  of  New  York,  as  they 
knew. 

But  it  was  no  time  to  hesitate.  Neither  did  they. 

The  Bradys  rapidly  traversed  the  street  to  the  next  corner. 

They  passed  a  number  of  hurrying  Chinamen.  But  just 
as  they  reached  the  next  corner  they  saw  their  men  fair  and 
full. 

The  two  cracksmen  stood  under  a  red  light  which  burned 
over  the  door  of  one  of  the  Chinese  houses. 

They  seemed  to  be  waiting. 

Suddenly  the  door  opened  and  a  man  came  out. 

He  was  tall,  with  broad  shoulders,  and  completely  en¬ 
veloped  in  a  dark  cloak. 

He  talked  with  the  cracksmen  a  moment.  Then  all  three 
started  away  toward  Chatham  Square. 

The  detectives  followed. 

“There  are  our  men !”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Perhaps 
we  had  better  make  sure  of  them  now,  Harry.” 

“All  right.” 

“But,  on  the  other  hand,  is  it  advisable?  I  have  some 
curiosity  at  least  to  know  what  the  game  is  which  they  ex¬ 
pect  to  play.” 

“All  right,”  agreed  Harry.  “We  will  look  that  up.” 

The  detectives  therefore  decided  to  make  no  arrest  as  yet. 

So  they  followed  the  three  villains  carefully.  They  pres¬ 
ently  crossed  Chatham  Square  and  paused  in  a  little  dark 
space  between  two  buildings.  * 

Here  they  held  a  conference. 

The  Bradvs  would  have  given  much  to  have  known  what 
that  was.  But  they  dared  not  venture  too  near. 

Presently  the  tall  man  separated  from  the  crooks. 

The  detectives,  crouching  in  a  dark  doorway,  heard  one 

sentence : 

“Now,  remember;  to-morrow  night  at  Albany.  Take  the 
morning  train.” 

Then  the  tall  stranger  glided  away  down  toward  Park 
Row. 

The  Bradys  hesitated. 

“What  .-hall  we  do whispered  Old  King  Brady.  “It  is 
too  had  to  let  them  all  go.’’  ' 


“You  follow  that  fellow.  I  will  keep  my  eyes  on  Hurley 
and  his  mate.” 

“But  where  shall  we  report?” 

“Leave  it  at  the  chiefs  office.  I  will  do  the  same.” 

“Good  !  I  wish  you  good  luck.” 

“The  same  to  vou.” 

Old  King  Brady,  without  further  delay,  took  the  trail  of 
the  tall  stranger. 

Harry  followed  the  two  crooks. 

We  will  follow  the  young  detective  for  a  while. 

Hurley  and  Blake  made  their  way  off  in  an  opposite  di¬ 
rection. 

So  rapidly  did  they  travel  that  Harry  had  hard  wrork  to 
keep  up  with  them  and  avoid  discovery. 

Down  through  various  narrow  streets  they  went,  until 
they  reached  the' wharves. 

To  the  west  the  tall  towers  of  Brooklyn  Bridge  loomed  up 
in  the  night. 

The  two  crooks  turned  into  a  lumber  yard,  which  occu¬ 
pied  part  of  a  vacant  square  here. 

An  officer  stood  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  street. 

Young  King  Brady  made  a  sudden  resolve. 

He  knewr  that  it  would  be  difficult  to  keep  track  of  the 
crooks  among  the  lumber  piles. 

They  would  be  sure  to  slip  him  in  some  way. 

There  was  no  reason  why  he  should  not  at  once  encompass 
the  arrest  of  the  villains. 

It  would  be  risky  to  attempt  this  single-handed. 

So  he  joined  the  officer  on  the  other  side  of  the  street. 

It  did  not  take  him  long  to  make  his  wishes  known  and 
to  enlist  the  co-operation  of  the  policeman. 

Harry  showed  his  star  and  said : 

“Thev  are  the  two  greatest  crooks  in  New  York.  I  want 
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your  assistance  to  capture  them.” 

“If  s  yours,  sir,”  said  the  officer,  readily.  “Shall  we  chase 
them  ?” 

“No;  strategy  is  better.  Where  is  the  other  entrance  to 
this  yard?” 

“Around  on  the  other  street.” 

“Very  good !  Do  you  slip  around  there,  and  I  will  remain 
here.  In  the  meanwhile  signal  for  assistance.” 

“All  right.” 

“Is  not  that  a  police  signal  on  that  corner?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then  let  us  send  in  a  call  for  half  a  dozen  men.  We  will 
surround  the  yard,  and  they  cannot  escape  us.” 

“Very  good,  sir.” 

This  was  done. 

The  call  was  sent  to  headquarters  for  reinforcements. 
Then  the  officer  cut  hastily  around  to  the  next  street. 

Harry  remained  where  he  was. 

The  young  detective  felt  confident  of  success. 

He  knew  that  his  men  were  in  the  yard. 

All  that  was  necessarv  was  to  surround  them  and  bag  the 
game.  Presently  the  officers  arrived. 

Quickly  and  skilfully  the  yard  was  surrounded. 

Then  Harry,  with  a  couple  of  the  officers,  entered  the 
place.  They  searched  it  carefully. 


Its 


THE  BRADYS  AND  THE  WRONG  MAN. 


Over  the  piles  of  lumber  they  clambered  again  and  again. 

But  chagrin  and  defeat  was  the  young  detective’s  portion. 

Not  a  trace  of  the  villains  could  be  found. 

What  did  it  mean  ? 

How  could  they  have  made  their  escape? 

The  young  detective  would  not  believe  that  the  villains 
were  not  still  in  the  yard.  They  had  found  some  secure 
hiding-place. 

For  hours  the  search  was  kept  up.  But  in  vain. 

Daylight  came,  and  with  it  teamsters  and  the  owner  of  the 
yard.  These  aided  the  police. 

But,  though  every  part  of  the  yard  was  scoured,  not  a 
trace  of  the  villains  was  found. 

“Well,  that  beats  me !”  declared  Harry,  with  mortifica¬ 
tion.  “They  are  slippery,  indeed.” 

The  police  were  ready  to  abandon  the  search. 

Harry  saw  that  there  was  no  other  course. 

He  was  deeply  mortified  and  disappointed.  But  there 
was  no  help  for  it. 

So  he  returned  to  'Chatham  Square  and  thence  proceeded 
to  the  office  of  the  Chief  of  the  Secret  Service. 

And  as  he  entered  he  was  accorded  a  surprise. 

Sitting  in  a  chair  talking  with  the  chief  was  Old  King 
Bradv. 
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“Hello !”  exclaimed  the  young  detective.  “You  got  here 
before  me.” 

“Yes,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “I  suppose  you  have 
your  men?” 

“Have  them !”  Harry’s  face  tingled.  “I  never  was  so 
fooled  in  my  life.” 

“What?”  exclaimed  the  old  detective,  with  dry  humor. 
“They  didn’t  really  slip  you,  did  they?” 

“Indeed  they  did.” 

“Humph  !  That’s  too  bad.” 

“But  what  success  did  vou  meet  with?” 

Old  King  Brady  made  up  a  wry  face. 

He  pulled  up  his  sleeve  and  showed  a  bandage  on  his  arm. 

“I  got  a  blow  with  an  iron  bar  or  some  heavy  implement 
that  nearly  broke  the  bone,”  he  said.  “But  if  I  hadn’t 
caught  it  there  I’d  have  got  it  in  the  head.” 

“Then  you  had  a  tussle  with  your  man  ?” 

“Rather !  I  could  do  nothing  with  him.” 

“He  slipped  you?” 

“Yes.” 

Harry  sank  into  a  chair. 

“Well,”  he  said,  “we  have  got  the  murderer,  anyway.” 

“I  am  not  so  sure  of  that,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “I 
fancv  this  tall  fellow  whom  I  have  been  shadowing:  knows 
something  about  it.” 

“But  Harris - ” 

“Oh,  he  is  the  instigator  of  the  crime,  of  course.  We 
know  that,  for  we  followed  him  up  that  night  in  Tarry- 
town.” 

“Did  you  get  a  look  at  your  man?” 

“Not  a  bit  of  it.  He  led  me  into  a  dark  alley  and  sud¬ 
denly  turned  upon  me.  1  would  have  been  killed  but  for  a 
stray  policeman.  He  made  his  escape.” 


“You  are  having  hard  luck,”  said  the  chief.  “But  1  feel 
sure  you  will  yet  get  your  men.” 

“There  is  nothing  sure  in  life,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“But  we’ll  make  a  big  try.” 

“I  feel  sure  of  your  success.  Now,  what  is  your  next 
move  ?”  1 

Old  King  Brady  mentioned  the  parting  words  of  the  man 
Lord  to  Hurley  and  Blake  about  a  meeting  in  Albany. 
“What  did  you  say  his  name  was?”  asked  the  chief. 

“He  was  called  Lord  by  the  two  cracksmen.” 

The  chief  turned  rapidly  the  pages  of  a  book. 

“That  sounds  familiar,”  he  said,  musingly.  “Let  me  see ! 
Lord — yes,  here  it  is.  Chester  Lord,  swindler  and  impostor. 
Arrested  for  abetting  a  bucket-shop  swindle  in  Wall  street." 

“I’ll  wager  he  is  the  fellow,”  cried  Old  King  Brady;  “and 
I’ll  wager  Harris  is  his  employer.” 

“It  looks  as  if  he  would  be  just  the  sort  of  man  Harris 
would  be  likely  to  employ.” 

“That  is  true  enough.” 

“Let  me  see,”  said  Harry.  “In  a  natural  process  of  de¬ 
duction,  this  fellow  would  stand  by  Harris  in  his  trouble. 
He  has  doubtless  gone  to  Albany.” 

“Maybe  there  is  a  game  to  be  worked  there,”  said  the 
chief. 

“ J ust  so,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “In  that  case  we  will  go 
to  Albany,  also.  Perhaps  something  will  come  our  way.” 


CHAPTER  X. 

HARRIS  DEFENDS  HIMSELF. 

Even  as  the  old  detective  spoke  there  came  a  tap  at  the 
door. 

A  messenger  boy  entered. 

“A  telegram  for  you,  Mr.  Brady,”  said  the  chief. 

The  old  detective  read  it. 

“Humph !”  he  said:  “What  does  this  mean  ?” 

He  passed  it  to  Harry. 

Thus  it  read: 

“To  James  Brady,  Detective:* 

“I  am  very  anxious  to  see  you  at  once.  Will  you  kindlv 
visit  me  at  the  jail  here  at  my  expense?  Come  at  once. 

“HOCUM  HARRIS,  JR.” 

“What  do  you  make  of  that  ?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“I  can  see  no  decoy,”  said  the  chief.  “Perhaps  he  has  a 
confession.” 

“I  doubt  it.” 

“You  will  go?” 

“Certainly !” 

Y  ell,  gentlemen,  said  the  chief,  cordially,  “I  wish  you 

luck;  and  1  am  sure  you  will  have  it.  I  have  great  eonti- 

dence  in  vou.” 
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"Thank  you!"  replied  Harry.  "We  will  report  again 
later.” 
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With  this  the  two  detectives  took  their  leave. 

They  started  at  once  for  the  depot  to  take  an  Albany 
train. 

“What  Bo  yon  make  of  it?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“I  cannot  decide,”  said  the  young  detective.  “Let  us  first 
see  what  Harris  has  to  say." 

The  two  Bradys  at  once  proceeded  to  Albany,  and  went  to 
the  jail.  They  were  shown  into  Harris’  cell. 

The  young  bank  cashier  was  haggard  and  pallid. 

“Gentlemen,"  he  said,  “I  am  glad  you  have  come.  I  felt 
that  I  must  see  }rou.  I  want  to  impress  upon  you  strongly 
the  fact  that  you  have  the  wrong  man.” 
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Old  King  Brady  glanced  at  Harry. 

“I  wish  that  were  so,”  he  said,  in  a  kindly  tone. 

“It  is  so !” 

“I  hope  this  is  not  the  only  thing  you  have  brought  us  up 
from  New  lmrk  to  tell  us !” 

“No,”  replied  the  prisoner,  in  an  earnest  manner.  “I 
want  to  place  before  you  facts  which  will  enable  you  to  prove 
my  innocence.” 

In  spite  of  their  convictions  of  the  fellow’s  guilt,  the  de¬ 
tectives  were  impressed  with  the  prisoner’s  earnestness. 

They  listened  respectfully  to  what  he  had  to  say. 

“I  have  been  thinking  this  affair  over,”  continued  Harris, 
“and  I  have  arrived  at  several  conclusions.  The  principal 
one  is  that  I  have  been  made  the  victim  of  a  plot.” 

.  Old  King  Bradv  was  interested. 

“If  you  can  prove  that,”  he  said,  “you  may  be  sure  that 
we  will  -work  for  your  release.” 

“Ah !”  said-  the  prisoner,  with  a  wan  smile.  “If  I  could 
prove  it  I  would  not  need  your  assistance !” 

The  Bradys  were  bound  to  admit  that  this  was  so. 

“I  need  vour  assistance  now,”  said  Harris.  “I  shall  not 
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need  it  after  I  am  dead.” 

“But — you  were  certainly  in  Tarrytown  the  night  of  the 
murder - ” 

“Pardon  me  !  I  was  not  in  Tarrytown  that  night !” 

“If  vou  were  elsewhere,  it  ought  to  be  easy  to  prove  an 
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alibi.” 

“Ah !  It  would  seem  so.  But  it  is  not  always  easy  to  do 
so.  I  met  nobod v  who  knew  me  in  New  York  and  upon 
whom  I  could  call  for  evidence.” 

“Indeed,  I  am  sorry  for  you  !”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “But 
mv  partner  and  I  have  good  eyes,  and  we  are  sure  we  saw 
you  that  night  in  Tarrytown.” 

“You  were  certainly  mistaken.  It  may  be  I  have  a  dou¬ 
ble.” 

Old  King  Brady  shook  his  head  slowly. 

“It  would  simplify  matters  if  you  would  only  admit  it,” 
he  said.  “The  fact  that  you  stopped  off  there  to  see  your 
uncle  is  not  absolute  proof  that  you  are  his  murderer. 

“A  free  admission  on  your  part,  in  the  first  place,  would 
have  looked  frank  and  open.  As  it  is,  everybody  is  inclined 
to  believe  that  you  have  concealed  many  things.” 

“I  tell  you  I  am  utterly  innocent,”  protested  Harris,  fran¬ 
tically.  “I  did  not,  I  could  not  have  had  anything  to  do 
with  rny  uncle’s  death.” 


“Well,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  arising,  “we  will  do  all  we 
can - ” 
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“Wait!”  said  Harris,  desperately.  “Do  not  go!  I  have 
other  things  to  tell  you.” 

The  Bradys  sat  down. 

The  prisoner  paced  his  cell. 

“Some  months  ago,”  he  said,  “I  received  a  letter.  I  am 
sorry  that  1  did  not  preserve  it. 

“It  was  of  a  very  threatening  nature  indeed.  It  quoted  a 
wrong  which  it  was  claimed  my  father  had  done  another. 

“The  letter  reeked  with  threats  of  revenge,  and  demanded 
the  sum  of  ten  thousand  dollars  to  be  sent  to  a  certain  ad¬ 
dress  or  my  ruin  would  be  encompassed !” 

The  detectives  manifested  but  little  interest. 

“Nearly  every  wealthy  man  receives  those  kind  of  letters,” 
said  Old  King  Brady. 

“Very  true !  It  is  sometimes  the  work  of  cranks.  But  in 
this  case  I  believe  the  crank  made  good.” 

“You  do  ?” 

“lTes;  I  think  he  has  found  a  way  to  impersonate  me  and 
implicate  me  in  my  uncle’s  murder !” 

The  detectives  were  incredulous. 

Yet  so  deadly  earnest  was  the  prisoner  that  they  were  im¬ 
pressed. 

“I  know,”  he  said,  “you  think  I  am  making  this  all  up. 
But  I  tell  you  if  you  convict  me  my  blood  will  be  on  your 
head.  I  am-  not  guilty.” 

“I  can  assure  you,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  earnestly,  “that 

it  is  far  from  the  desire  of  my  partner  or  myself  to  convict 
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an  innocent  man.” 

“Then  why  don’t  you  help  me?”  asked  Harris,  desper¬ 
ately. 

“We  believe  you  guilty.” 

“But  I  am  not !” 

“When  is  your  trial  to  come  off  ?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 
“I  believe  it  has  been  set  for  an  early  date.  If  I  am  rightly 
informed,  it  is  next  month.” 

“Well,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  with  deliberation,  “we  will 

heed  what  vou  have  said  to  us,  Mr.  Harris.  We  will  look 
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into  your  case,  and  if  we  can  find  anything  in  your  favor 
we  shall  see  that  you  get  it.” 

Harris  bowed  and  for  a  moment  an  eager  light  shone  in 
his  eyes. 

“Promise  me  that  you  will  try  and  find  the  fellow  who  has 
impersonated  me.” 

“Then  you  think  that  is  the  explanation  of  the  affair  at 
Tarrytown  ?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“I  can  think  of  no  other.” 

“Very  good !  It  shall  be  as  you  sav,”  said  the  old  de¬ 
tective.  “We  will  give  this  matter  our  attention.” 

“This  is  your  promise?” 

“Yes !” 

“Good  !”  said  the  prisoner,  with  an  air  of  relief.  “Do 
not  misunderstand  me.  I  am  not  afraid  to  die.  But  T  do 
not  wish  to  die  in  this  manner,  with  a  stain  upon  my  name.” 
The  detectives  left  the  cell. 

They  went  back  to  their  hotel. 
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On  the  way  Old  King  Brady  was  unusually  quiet  and 
thoughtful. 

Harry  lit  a  cigar  and  blew  wreaths  to  the  ceiling  as  he  lay 
in  the  cozy  depths  of  an  armchair. 

“I  tell  you  what,  Harry,”  said  the  old  detective,  after  a 
long  while ;  “I  have  been  doing  some  thinking  over  this  story 
of  Harris’.” 

“Indeed !” 

“Yes;  and  I  am  somewhat  of  the  opinion  that  he  may  be 
an  innocent  man,  after  all.”  .  - 

The  young  detective  was  astonished. 

“What !”  he  gasped.  “Are  you  in  earnest  ?” 

“Yes,  I  am.” 

“But — can  we  believe  our  eyesight?” 

“Yes;  to  a  certain  extent.  We  did  see  Harris  or  his  dou¬ 
ble  at  Tarrytown.” 

“Then  you  consider  the  possibility  of  a  double  ?” 

“Why  should  I  not  ?” 

“Yes ;  -it  is  possible  !” 

“You  admit  it?” 

“I  do !” 

“Very  good !  Now,  if  such  a  thing  was  true,  why,  we 
are  very  far  wrong.” 

“Wrong !"  echoed  Harry.  “I  should  say  so.  We  are  doing 
iwav  with  an  innocent  man’s  life.” 

“Which  will  never  do.” 

“Never !” 

Old  King  Brady  paced  the  floor. 

Finally  he  exclaimed,  abruptly: 

“Harry,  we  are  fools  !”  • 

“Go  easy,  partner.  That  is  a  strong  assertion.” 

“Nevertheless,  there  is  much  of  logic  in  it.  I  can  see  now 
that  this  case,  which  we  have  looked  upon  as  won,  has  really 
only  just  begun.” 

The  two  detectives  were  silent  for  a  long  time. 

Then  Old  King  Brady  said : 

“I  am  not  sure  but  there  is  a  conspiracy  under  all  this. 
Harris  may  be  the  wrong  man.” 

“In  that  case  he  has  a  deadly  foe,  who  is  bound  to  do 
him  up.” 

“Just  so !” 

“Have  you  any  idea  who  he  can  be  ?”' 

“That  is  for  us  to  ascertain.” 

“Yes.” 

“The  motive,  possibly  personal  hatred,  perhaps  a  love  af¬ 
fair,  or  maybe  money  interest.”. 

“We  might  make  guarded  inquiries.” 

“A  capital  idea !” 

The  Bradys  worked  around  Albany  for  a  week,  trying  to 
get  a  clew  to  the  mystery. 

They  were  completely  satisfied  that  the  villains  Hurley, 
Blake  and  Lord  were  not  in  the  town. 

•  W  hat  had  become  of  them  ? 

The  detectives  went  back  to  New  York. 

Every  possible  avenue  of  suspicion  was  carefully  investi¬ 
gated.  Everything  which  detective  logic,  wit  and  experi¬ 
ence  could  suggest  was  tried. 

But  in  vain. 


The  Bradys  were  forced  to  the  conclusion  that  their  game 
had  escaped  them  and  were  safe  in  some  foreign  land. 

A  more  thrilling  conclusion  was  also  upon  them. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

THE  BRADYS  CONVINCED. 

This  was  that  Hocum  Harris,  Jr.,  was  really  the  wrong 
man. 

Their  evidence  was  bound  to  send  an  innocent  man  to  the 
electric  chair. 

What  was  more,  they  had  not  the  means  now  with  which 
to  prove  him  innocent. 

For  that  matter,  'they  might  even  be  powerless  to  save 
him. 

As  it  occurred  to  Harry  in  full  force  a  sickening  sense  of 
horror  came  over  him. 

“My  soul !”  he  gasped.  “What  have  we  done,  partner  ? 
Unless  we  can  put  out  hands  on  the  guilty  man  we  shaR 
send  an  innocent  man  to  his  death !” 

Old  King  Brady  shut  his  teeth  grimly. 

“It  is  our  only  course,”  he  said.  “If  we  have  to  go  to 
Australia  we  must  find  that  man.” 

They  worked  like,  beavers  day  after  day,  but  yet  they 
could  gain  nothing. 

Thev  visited  Harris  again  in  his  cell. 

“Yesr  gentlemen,  I  am  the  victim  of  a  plot,”  said  the 
voung  cashier.  “But  if  I  hang  for  it,  I  will  not  blame  vou. 
You  were  only  doing  what  you  believed  to  be  your  duty.” 

“We  want  you  to  believe  that,”  said  Old  King  Brady; 
“and  it  may  not  be  too  late  to  save'  you  yet.” 

“I  know  you  will  do  all  you  can.” 

“We  shall.  But  I  must  ask  you  one  question.” 

“Well  ?” 

“You  must  tell  me  of  everybody  whom  you  might  sus¬ 
pect  as  an  enemy.” 

The  young  cashier  was  thoughtful. 

“Well,”  he  said,  finally.  “There  are  quite  a  number.  I 
will  give  you  their  names.” 

He  named  a  number  of  business  rivals  and  a  few  social 
foes. 

“Do  any  of  those  men  resemble  you?”  asked  Old  King 
Brady. 

“Not  in  the  least.” 

“Can  you  think  of  one  who  might?” 

Harris  gave  a  sharp  exclamation. 

“Why,  yes!  he  said.  “There  was  Sam  Lane.  But  he  is 
hi  Australia  now.  It  could  not  be  him.” 

“Sam  Lane?” 

h  es.  He  was  tall  and  we  have  often  been  taken  for 
In  others.  In  iact  he  is  a  second  cousin  of  mine.” 

“And  he  is  your  foe  ?” 

Indeed,  yes  !  He  was  my  rival  for  the  hand  of  the  young 
lady  to  whom  I  am  engaged.” 

*  King  Brady  s  quick  wits  were  working. 
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"Ah!"  he. said,  quietly.  “Will  you  tell  me  who  would  be 
heir  to  your  uncle's  money  .next  to  you?'5 

*»Why,  my  cousin ;  that  is,  Sam  Lane  would !” 

Then  Harris"'  face  lit  up. 

His  voice  was  hoarse  and  constrained  as  he  said,  eagerly : 

‘‘Do  you  really  think — is  it  true — can  it  be — that  Sam  is 
in  this  country  ?” 

“It  may  be  so !” 

*  “Then- — by  my  soul !  I  know  of  no  greater  villain  than 
Sam  Lane!” 

“Can  you  tell  us  where  we  might  be  likely  to  find  him  ?” 

“I  have  not  the  slightest  idea.” 

When  the  Bradys  left  the  prison  that  day  they  were  grim 
and  determined. 

They  believed  they  had  a  clew. 

They  scoured  every  likely  part  of  the  country  for  Sam 

Lane. 

They  sent  cablegrams  even  to  Australia. 

But  not  the  least  trace  of  him  could  be  found. 

So  far  as  thev  could  discover,  he  was  out  of  existence. 

The  day  of  the  trial  was  drawing  near. 

The  detectives  were  confident  that  if  thev  could  find 
Samuel  Lane  they  could  produce  the  double. 

But  if  he  was  in  America  lie  certa'inly  kept  out  of  the 
way. 

Finally  the  day  of  the  trial  came. 

Pale,  but  brave  and  resigned,  the  prisoner  stood  in  the 
dock. 

There  was  but  little  defense  to  offer. 

The  prosecutor,  who  was  a  very  able  lawyer,  and  ambi¬ 
tious  of  adding  to  his  reputation,  made  a  great  effort  to  con¬ 
clusively  prove  the  prisoner’s  guilt. 

And  he  certainly  had  the  bulk  of  the  evidence. 

The  Bradys  testified  to  seeing  the  prisoner,  as  they  be¬ 
lieved,  get  off  the  evening  train  at  Tarrytown. 

They  described  their  shadowing  trip  and  the  experience 
in  the  old  barn. 

Then  the  silver  memorandum  ease,  with  its  tell-tale  in¬ 
structions,  was  produced. 

Everything  was  against  the  prisoner. 

Just  before  leaving  the  witness  stand,  however,  Old  King 
Brady  asked  permission  to  address  the  court. 

“Although  I  am  giving  what  seems  like  conclusive  evi¬ 
dence  against  this  man,”  he  said,  “I  must  say  that  I  believe 
he  is  the  wrong  man !” 

“What  ?”  asked  the  foreman.  “Is  that  your  firm  opinion  ?” 

“It  is.” 

“But  you  must  have  a  good  reason  for  it.  Will  you  not 
give  us  that?” 

“Yes,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “Though  I  know  it  will 

not  be  sufficient  to  clear  the  prisoner. 

“The  prisoner  has  a  deadly  foe — a  second  cousin — who 
will  inherit  after  he  is  dead,  and  who  also  is  a  rival  for  the 
hand  of  the  lady  the  prisoner  is  engaged  to. 

“This  man,  J  believe,  is  the  right  man.  But  we  have  not 
'been  able  to  find  the  slightest  trace  of  him.  If  he  is  in  this 
country  nobody  has  seen  him  or  knows  where  he  is!” 

This  astonishing  statement  created  a  sensation  in  court. 


“It  is  very  strange,”  said  the  judge.  “How  could  this  fact 
explain  the  presence  of  the  prisoner  at  Tarrytown  on  the 
night  of  the  murder,  as  testified  to  by  you  ?” 

Old  King  Brady  bowed. 

“I  see  that  I  have  been  obscure,”  he  said.  “I  might  add 
that  this  cousin  is  a  perfect  likeness  of  the  prisoner  and  has 
often  been  taken  for  him.” 

A  stir  went  through  the  courtroom. 

The  interest  was  intense. 

The  judge  leaned  over  his  bar.  - 

“Then  you  hint  at  the  possibility  of  a  double?”  he  said. 

“I  do.”" 

“I  would  ask  you  how  this  double  secured  possession  of 
the  silver  memorandum  which  you  found?” 

This  was  a  poser. 

A  deep  breath  went  up  from  the  listeners. 

“Well,  that  is  a  long  explanation,”  said  Old  King  Bradv; 
“and  it  may  seem  far-fetched.” 

“Let  us  have  it.” 

“The  men  who  broke  into  the  New  York  and  Northern 
Bank,  I  believe,  stole  that* memorandum  from  Mr.  Harris’ 
desk.  For  aught  we  know,  Mr.  Samuel  Lane,  the  cousin, 
may  have  been  the  thief,  or  may  have  received  the  memo¬ 
randum  from  the  thief.” 

Judge  and  jury  were  intensely  interested.  It  was  plain 
that  there  was  danger  of  a  revulsion  of  feeling  for  the  pris¬ 
oner. 

Old  King  Brady  had  done  all  he  could. 

But  it  was  not  enough. 

The  prosecuting  lawyer,  fearful  that  his  reputation  was 
to  be  sacrificed,  now  sailed  in  viciously. 

He  tore  the  story  all  to  fragments. 

He  painted  the  improbability  of  it  all  in  such  high  colors 
that  when  the  jury  went  out  it  was  plain  their  hearts  were 
hardened. 

They  returned  very  shortly  and  gave  their  verdict. 

“Guilty  of  murder  in  the  first  degree !” 

A  sharp  cry  of  agony  went  up  from  the  prisoner. 

“The  wrong  man !”  he  cried.  “You  have  convicted  the 
wrong  man !” 

He  was  led  forward  for  sentence. 

There  was  a  deathly  stillness  in  the  courtroom. 

Very  slowly  and  gravely  the  old  judge  pronounced  the 
sentence  of  death  upon  the  prisoner. 

Then  he  was  led  away. 

The  Bradys  left  the  courtroom.  Both  were  pale  and  un¬ 
easy. 

“Harry,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “we  are  responsible  for 
that  man’s  life.  Don’t  forget  that.” 

“I  shall  not.” 

“It  was  our  evidence  that  convicted  him.” 

“Yes.” 

“We  must  find  the  evidence  to  earn  his  reprieve,  or  his 
blood  will  be  on  our  heads.” 

The  young  detective  nodded. 

“We  have  but  a  few  weeks  in  which  to  do  it,”  he  said. 
“But  we  will  succeed.” 

“I  think  there  is  but  one  plan  for  us  to  follow.” 
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“What  is  it  ?” 

“We  must  get  track  of  Hurley  and  Blake/’ 

“But  if  they  have  left  the  country - ” 

“l  don't  believe  they  have.  They  will  soon  be  onto  their 
bank-breaking  game,  and  then  will  be  the  time  to  corner 
them.” 

“I  believe  you.  If  we  can  get  track  of  them  there  is  little 
doubt  that  we  will  find  out  where  to  locate  Lane.” 

“Who,  no  doubt,  is  identified  with  the  man  called  Lord.” 

“Just  so!” 

“Oh,  well !  We  will  win,”  said  Harry,  confidently.  “I 
feel  very  sure  of  it.” 

The  Bradys  indulged  in  their  usual  process  of  deduction. 

This  resulted  in  many  valuable  points. 

They  believed  that  the  crooks  would  still  frequent  some 
of  the  criminal  joints  in  the  lower  part  of  New  York. 

One  place  in  particular  the  Bradys  decided  to  haunt. 

This  was  Billy  McNeaFs  place,  near  Canal  street. 

It  was  a  cheap  barroom  and  gaming  den,  where  many  of 
the  most  noted  crooks  of  the  day  were  wont  to  gather. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

. 

DECEIVING  THE  CROOKS. 

The  Bradys  felt  sure  of  their  conclusions  in  regard  to 
the  best  points  of  the  case. 

They  lost  no  time  in  at  once  proceeding  to  carry  out  their 
plans. 

Their  first  move  was  indeed  strategic. 

A  rumor  was  circulated  that  the  Bradys  had  gone  to  San 
Francisco  to  take  up  a  murder  case  there. 

Then  the  Bradys  dropped  entirely  out  of  sight. 

Of  course  the  news  spread  far  and  wide  among  the  crooks 
of  the  big  city. 

It  was  surprising  to  note  the  effect. 

The  streets  became  filled  with  confidence  men  and  wo¬ 
men,  and  thugs  began  to  carry  on  their  deadly  work. 

Such  was  the  power  of  the  two  famous  detectives. 

But  the  Bradys  were  all  the  while  right  in  the  city. 

They  drew  a  line  on  the  crooked  element  and  smiled  to 
think  of  the  harvest  in  store. 

Just  at  present,  however,  they  were  in  quest  of  two  men 
known  as  Hurley  and  Blake. 

Masquerading  as  crooks  themselves,  the  Bradys  visited 
the  various  dens. 

They  hobnobbed  with  the  cult  and  even  participated  in 
some  mild  thefts,  or  pretended  to,  in  order  to  show  their 
good  faith. 

This  was  policy. 

And  it  paid. 

It  was  not  long  before  results  were  obtained. 

One  evening,  in  a  shady  resort  on  the  East  Side,  the 
Bradys  were  drinking  beer  and  talking  with  two  notorious 
women  crooks. 

Moll  Spencer  and  Kate  Cross  were  leaders  in  their  line. 
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The  women  had  taken  a  great  shine  to  Harry. 

Of  course  the  young  detective  played  his  cards  well,  tnd 
soon  had  their  confidence. 

“I  tort  ye  was  goiifi  ter  take  me  ter  a  dance,  Willie,”  said 
big  Moll,  as  she  blew  a  cloud  of  cigarette  smoke  into  Harry’s 
face. 

The  young  detective  with  difficulty  stood  the  repulsive¬ 
ness  of  the  woman. 

% 

“Take  yer  nothin’,”  said  the  young  detective,  with  a  tougjh 
swing.  “Yer  Links  I’m  easy,  don’t  yer?  Well,  I  ain’t 
burnin'  me  dough  dat  way  jest  now!” 

“Ye  might  find  a  worse  pardner,  Willie,”  affirmed  the  fat 
damsel. 

“I  dunno  !  I  never  tried  it !” 

“Oh,  ve’re  funnv,  ain’t  yer?” 

“Sometimes !” 

“Oh,  I’ve  seen  better  davs.  Before  I  came  into  this  kind 
of  er  life  I  was  a  nice  girl,  an’  had  a  good  home.  I  might 
have  married  a  rich  man !” 

“Oh,  shut  yer  face!  Every  girl  in  ther  Bowery  hes  that 
story  worn  clean  out!  Give  us  somethin’  new,  can’t  yer!” 

“Aw,  what  are  yer  givin’  us,  Moll,  ter  sit  there  an’  listen 
to  that  jay  ?”  said  the  other  woman,  lighting  a  fresh  cigar¬ 
ette.  “Let’s  have  some  more  beer !” 

“Four  beers,  waiter !”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Well,  gals, 
I  wisht  I  could  see  Bill  Blake.  I’m  onter  jest  the  kind  of  a 
job  he’d  like !” 

Kate  Cross  dilated  her  eyes  at  Old  King  Brady  through  a 
cloud  of  smoke. 

“Hullv  gee !”  she  exclaimed.  “Do  you  know  Bill  Blake  ?” 

The  old  detective’s  nerves  gave  a  jump. 

For  the  first  time  in  weeks  he  had  met  with  a  crooked 

■* 

person  who  would  claim  to  know  Blake  or  Hurley. 

“Do  I?”  said  the  old  detective,  carelessly.  “Waal,  you 
kin  bet  all  yer  doughnuts !” 

•  Kate  Cross  emptied  her  glass  of  beer. 

Then  she  opened  her  cavern  of  a  mouth  in  a  yawn. 

“Bill  an’  me  was  friends,  once,”  she  said.  “We  quarreled 
over  a  stick  pin  an’  since  then  he’s  been  keepin’  company 
wid  another  girl.” 

“Shows  his  bad  taste,”  said  the  old  detective.  “I’d  put  an 
eye  on  her,  if  I  were  you.” 

Kate  shrugged  her  broad  shoulders. 

“Bah;”  she  said,  contemptuously.  “Lil  Smith  ain’t  in 
my  class.  But  if  he  wants  her,  let  him  have  her.” 

The  old  detective  caught  all  this  with  satisfaction. 

He  was  too  wise  to  make  any  inquiry  about  the  Smith 
woman  just  yet. 

He  carried  the  subject  along  cautiously  in  the  hopes  that 
the  woman  would  give  this  away. 

And  he  was  not  disappointed. 

She  did  so. 

“Lil  hangs  around  McGurk’s  place.  You  bet  T  don't  go 
theie  any  more.  Ibis  ere  joint  is  good  enough  fer  me.  I 
ain't  anxious  to  keep  under  the  noses  of  ther  cops  any  more 
since  I  tried  the  flim-flam  on  the  West  Side.” 

“Is  Lil  good-looking?” 
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tio  ax  her  that  verself  l"  Kate  said,  contemptuously. 
"She’s  a  painted  up  ehromo  !” 

Old  King  Brady  could  not  help  a  dry  smile  at  this  slur¬ 
ring  allusion  by  one  who  could  scarcely  have  been  dubbed 
anything  else  herself. 

A  short  while  later  the  detectives  excused  themselves  and 
left  these  two  charming  specimens  of  the  Bowery  demi¬ 
monde.  4 

They  left  the  joint. 

Not  until  safe  in  a  side  street  did  they  venture  to  speak. 
Then  Old  King  Brady  said,  with  a  thrill  of  joy : 

“At  last !  At  last !” 

“What  ?”  ejaculated  the  young  detective.  “Have  you  j 
really  hit  on  something  ?” 

“Have  I  ?  I  have  got  it  pat.  Blake  is  in  New  York.” 
‘‘Good  enough !” 

"He  is  keeping  company  with  a  girl  name  Lil  Smith,  who 
frequents  McGurk’s  place.” 

“Ah  !  Then  we’re  in  luck  1” 

“Well,  I  should  say  so !” 

“It  is  now  in  order  to  visit  McGurk’s.” 

“You  may  be  sure !” 

The  detectives  traversed  the  Bowery,  until  they  reached 
McGurk’s. 

It  was  just  th£  hour  when  the  place  was  beginning  to 

fill  up. 

They  went  in  and  took  a  seat  in  the  dance  hall,  where 
they  could,  in  a  measure,  see  what  was  going  on. 

They  had  not  long  to  wait  for  developments. 

All  sorts  and  conditions  of  people  drifted  into  the  place. 
Some  drank  beer  and  chatted,  some  hugged  the  girls  in 
the  corners,  and  others  danced. 

Suddenly  the  Bradys  saw  a  tall  woman  of  the  soiled  beauty 
type  come  onto  the  floor  with  a  rather  burly,  heavy- jawed 
fellow. 

The  latter  was  Blake. 

From  time  immemorial  a  woman  has  furnished  the  me¬ 
dium  for  the  downfall  of  the  most  cunning  crook. 

It  is  an  old  custom  with  detectives  to  ascertain  if  a  crook, 
hunted  by  the  law,  has  a  female  friend. 

He  is  as  sure  to  seek  her  company  or  communicate  with 
her  as  steel  is  to  find  its  magnet. 

In  this  case  it  was  Lil  Smith  who  had  furnished  the 

Bradys  their  opportunity. 

But  they  cared  little  for  this.  Their  bird  was  in  sight. 
“There  he  is,”  said  Harry.  “Shall  we  jump  onto  him?” 
“By  no  means !”  said  Old  King  Brady.  Y  e  have  other 

and  better  uses  for  him.’ 


out  of  his  way,  but  to  find  out,  if  possible,  where  he  was  in 
hiding. 

They  had  no  doubt  Hurley  would  be  found  in  the  same 
place. 

Blake  seemed  to  be  quite  smitten  with  the  Smith  woman. 

He  danced  and  drank  with  her  and  gave  her  much  at¬ 
tention. 

Just  then  the  Bradys  were  given  a  thrilling  start. 

A  sailor,  wearing  the  insignia  of  Uncle  Sam’s  navy,  en¬ 
tered  the  place  with  a  woman.  ' 

To  the  amazement  of  the  detectives  that  woman  was  re¬ 
vealed  as  Kate  Cross. 

She  walked  into  the  dance  hall  as  if  she  was  a  princess, 
giving  Blake  and  the  Smith  woman  a  contemptuous  sniff. 

Blake  instantly  fixed  his  gaze  on  his  former  sweetheart. 

Kate  certainly  was  a  fine  dancer,  as  was  the  sailor. 

They  swept  over  the  oiled  floor  with  much  grace,  and 
claimed  the  attention  of  the  other  dancers’. 

This  by  no  means  was  pleasing  to  the  Smith  woman. 

Blake  seemed  to  have  eyes  for  nobody  but  the  Cross  wo¬ 
man.  Lil  Smith  stood  this  for  some  while. 

Then  she  took  her  lover  to  task. 

Blake  made  some  curt  reply.  At  that  moment  the  crisis 
came. 

Kate  floated  by  in  close  contact  with  her  rival,  and  showed 
her  feminine  antipathy  by  a  resort  to  a  very  filthy  and  use¬ 
less  act. 

She  spat  contemptuously  into  the  face  of  the  Smith  wo¬ 
man. 

This  settled  it. 

Such  a  challenge,  delivered  in  so  insulting  a  manner, 
could  not  be  ignored. 

Fury  blazed  in  Lil’s  eyes.  She  dropped  a  savage  oath  and 
flew  across  the  hall  like  a  tigress. 

She  rushed  upon  the  Cross  woman  and  locked  her  fingers 
in  her  yellow,  chemicallv-dyed  hair. 

Then  followed  a  scene  which  is  indescribable. 

The  fierce  screams  and  3-ells,  the  cla  wings  and  pa  wing's 
and  scratchings  were  furious  and  fearful  to  behold. 

The  astounded  sailor  was  content  to  draw  away. 

As  for  Blake,  he  was  stupefied. 

The  two  women  might  have  made  a  finish  fight  of  it. 

But  the  attaches  of  the  place  rushed  in  and  parted  them. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

ON  THE  RIGHT  TRACK. 


“So  I  thought.” 

“We  will  trail  him  and  perhaps  succeed  in  getting  onto 
the  track  of  the  arch-thief  and  schemer.  Lane. 

“Do  you  think  Lane  is  in  hiding  with  these  fellows?” 
“Oh.  no!  But  thev  no  doubt  are  in  touch  with  him. 

“Of  course!” 

The  Bradys  now  discussed  pro  and  con  their  best  plan  of 


action. 


'l  ie  decided  finallv  that  it  would  be  to  keep  assiduously 


Neither  of  the  women  were  now  in  a  presentable  condi¬ 
tion. 

The  Cross  woman’s  waist  was  entirely  in  shreds,  and  her 
face  and  neck  showed  lurid  scratches. 

Lil  Smith  had  a  delightful  black  eve,  and  her  hair  was 
all  over  her  scarred  face. 

.The  two  women  were  rushed  into  an  ante-room,  and  later 
expelled  from  the  place. 
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A  couple  of  policemen  entered  perfunctorily.  But  the 
proprietor  made  an  explanation  and  they  went  away  wiser- — 
and  perhaps  richer. 

As  for  Blake  and  the  sailor,  they  went  to  the  bar  forth¬ 
with. 

There  they  proceeded  to  drown  memory  of  the  affair  in 
vile  whisky. 

When  Blake  finally  left  the  den  he  was  a  bit  tipsy. 

ft  was  easy  now  for  the  Bradvs  to  follow  him  without  sus- 
«/ 

picion. 

He  left  the  Bowery  and  took  a  street  leading  toward  the 
East  River. 

Following  this  for  some  ways,  he  paused  before  the  door 
of  a  miserable,  squalid  tenement. 

“Whew !”  said  Harry.  “These  fellows  are  not  particular 
as  to  their  lodgings,  are  they  ?” 

“There  is  a  method  in  their  madness,”  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “They  are  safer  in  this  kind  of  a  house.” 

The  detectives  had  halted  in  the  shadows  by  the  corner. 

They  were  waiting  for  Blake  to  enter  the  place. 

But  just  then  a  tall  figure  glided  out  of  the  gloom,  and, 
coming  up  behind  Blake,  slapped  him  on  the  back. 

The  tipsy  crook-  turned  and  instantly  seemed  to  become 
sober. 

They  spoke  a  few  hurried  words. 

Then  both  glided  into  the  dark  hallway  of  the  building. 

The  Bradys  were  on  the  qui  vive. 

“Now  we  have  them,”  cried  Harry.  “That  is  our  man, 
partner.” 

“It  looked  like  him.” 

“Easy !  Let  us  not  be  too  hasty.  Now,  if  we  enter  the 
place - ” 

“Well  ?” 

“There  is  no  telling  what  we  may  find.” 

“Perhaps  a  hot  reception.” 

“Yes.  What  looks  like  a  squalid  tenement  house  on  the 
outside  may  be  a  thoroughly  fitted  up  den  of  crooks  on  the 
inside.” 

“Sure  enough !” 

“So  we  had  better  be  cautious.  Of  course  we  want  to  be 
sure  of  coming  out  alive.” 

“Bv  all  means !” 

The  result  of  this  was  that  the  Bradvs  began  a  little  re- 
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connoisance  about  the  place. 

They  found  that  the  house  was  occupied  in  truth  by  the 
families  of  poor  laborers. 

The  crooks  had  one  of  the  tenements  as  a  safe  hiding- 
place. 

This  the  Bradys  believed  to  be  on  the  third  floor. 

They  were  determined  to  investigate.  So  very  cautiously 
they  crept  into  the  hallway. 

It  was  as  dark  as  Egypt. 

The  Bradys  listened,  but  heard  nothing  beyond  a  mur¬ 
mur  of  voices  in  one  of  the  tenements. 

They  crept  up  the  stairs. 

They  were  obliged  to  feel  their  way,  as  the  halls  were  not 
lighted. 


Up  they  went  to  the  third  story.  Then  they  saw  a  slender, 
pencil-like  ray  of  light  on  the  floor. 

It  came  from  a  kevhole. 

It  was  but  a  moment’s  work  for  Old  King  Brady  to  kneel 
and  apply  his  eye  to  this  keyhole. 

The  sight  he  beheld  was  a  thrilling  one. 

A  dingy  apartment,  with  Several  chairs  and  a  table,  was 
revealed.  On  the  floor  were  blankets  and  a  mattress. 

At  the  table  sat  three  men. 

They  were  Hurley  and  Blake  and  a  tall  stranger. 

The  latter’s  back  was  to  the  keyhole,  so  the  Bradys  could 
not  see  his  face. 

But  that  he  was  Sam  Lane,  the  man  they  wanted,  they 
had  no  doubt. 

The  detectives  were  gratified. 

Here  were  the  three  birds  all  in  their  power.  % 

It  needed  only  a  little  careful  work  and  strategy  to  make 
prisoners  of  them. 

Once  they  were  in  limbo  it  was  believed  that  they  could 
be  forced  to  confess. 

But  the  question  now  was  how  to  make  the  arrest. 

To  burst  in  the  door  would  give  the  villains  time  to  make 
perhaps  a  successful  defense. 

To  wait  for  them  to  come  out  seemed  the  safest  and  best 
plan. 

“That  is  what  we  will  do,”  whispered  Harry. 

“Hush!”  said  the  old  detective.  “Lean  hear  what  thev 

** 

are  saying.” 

“Good !” 

Every  word  uttered  by  the  three  crooks  was  audible. 

Old  King  Bradv  took  it  in  with  much  satisfaction. 

There  was  a  wrangle  in  progress,  as  the  defectives  speedily 
discovered. 

“We’ve  had  nothin’  but  promises,”  growled  Hurley.  “Tor 
one  I’m  sick  of  ’em.” 

“But  he’s  jest  told  ye  that  the  money  is  sure,”  expostu¬ 
lated  Blake. 

“Curse  you  !  Shut  up,  you  nincompoop  !  All  you  can  dc 
is  to  run  around  music  halls  and  consort  with  women !” 

“Sh  !  go  easy !”  said  the  stranger,  in  a  peculiar,  oily  voice. 
“This  is  no  time  to  quarrel !” 

Blake  had  turned  upon  Hurley. 

“Curse  him !  He  can’t  insult  me !  Take  that  back,  you 
cuss,  or  I’ll  jam  it  down  yer  throat!” 

“Will  ye?” 

“Yes,  I  will !” 

But  the  tall  stranger  brought  his  fist  crashing  down  on 
the  table. 

“Sit  down !”  he  roared. 

The  two  crooks  heeded  the  command.  They  sank  back. 

“Now,  listen  to  reason.  I  am  only  waiting  for  that  cuss 
to  sit  in  the  electric  chair.” 

“Once  he  is  safe  on  the  other  side  of  Jordan,  I'll  stop  in 
and  claim  my  rights.  Do  you  sec  ?" 

“I  understand,”  said  Blake.  “But  Dan  is  so  thick¬ 
headed - ” 

growled  Hurley. 


“Oh,  I’m  no  fool!" 
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"Well,  if  you  eat  each  other  up  there  won't  either  of  you 
anything,"  said  the  stranger. 

"Well,  what  do  we  get,  anyway?”  asked  Hurley. 

"Wasn't  that  settled  ?” 

"Settle  it  over  ag'in  !” 

"I  agreed  to  give  you  ten  thousand  apiece.  If  you  had 
done  the  job  with  your  own  hands  I'd  have  made  it  will¬ 
ingly  twenty  thousand/’ 

“Ugh !  It  was  an  ugly  job  you  made  of  it!”  growled 
Hurley.  "I'd  rather  knife  a  man  than  choke  him!” 

"You  can't  always  have  the  choice.” 

"All  right !  Why  don't  you  let  us  have  our  money  now  ?” 

"Why,  I  haven’t  got  it  yet !” 

“That’s  it,”  said  Blake. 

“In  my  opinion,  ye  ain’t  likely  to  have  it.” 

“Why  ?  What’s  to  prevent  ?”  asked  the  stranger,  in  sur¬ 
prise.  “I  am  next  of  kin.” 

“I  don’t  keer  if  ye  are..  They’ll  never  hang  that  young 
cub  in  the  world.  My  word  on  it !” 

“They’ve  got  to !” 

“Wall,  they  won’t !” 

“Why  won’t  they?” 

“Easy  enough !  Everybody  is  in  his  sympathy.  There 
don’t  none  of  ’em  believe  he  did  it. 

“They’d  never  hev  convicted  him  if  it  hadn’t  been  fer 
them  smart  detectives.  Haw,  haw !  Thet’s  one  time  the 
Bradvs  did  ve  a  good  turn !” 

“You’re  right,”  laughed  the  tall  villain.  “But  you’ll  see 
that  our  man  will  be  electrocuted.” 

“How  soon?” 

“I  don’t  know.” 

“Wall,  I’m  gittin’  short  of  soap,  that’s  all.  Ye  can’t  turn 
a  wheel  without  oil  on  the  beams.  I’m  hard  up.” 

“I’ve  given  you  all  the  money  I  can  for  a  while.” 

“Look  here,  boss !” 

“Well  ?” 

“Your  name  ain’t  Chester  Lord  no  more’n  mine  is !” 

“Well,”  admitted  the  tall  stranger,  “I  may  as  well  tell 
vou  the  truth.  I  used  the  name  of  Lord  as  a  pretext  for  the 
sake  of  caution.” 

“What’s  yer  right  name?” 

“Samuel  Lane.’’ 

“Humph!  Not  so  much  difference.  Wall,  ain’t  the 
crooks  havin’  a  picnic  now?  The  Bradys  are  in  Chicago, 
and  everything’s  lovely.” 

“That’s  so!”  agreed  Lane.  “I  wish  they'd  never  come 

back !” 

“So  do  I !” 

“But  they  will.” 

“I  say  i  whv  don’t  somebody  do  them  up  ? 

Lane  laughed  and  Blake  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“That’s  a  good  question  to  ask,  Dan,”  he  said.  “Lot’s  of 

cm  have  tried  it.” 

“Wall,  it  can  be  done.” 
i  “Is  that  so?” 

[  “Yes,  it  is  ” 

“Perhaps  you’re  just  the  man  to  do  ii,  then? 


“Wall,  p'r’aps  l  may,”  growled  Hurley.  “May  the  devil 
help  'em  if  I  ever  get  a  chance.” 

“That’s  the  only  way  you’ll  ever  do  it,”  said  Lane.  “Well, 
lads,  keep  dark  now.  Everything  will  work  out  right.” 

“We  want  to  git  money  enough  to  git  out  of  the  country 
with.” 

“You’ll  do  it.  I’m  going  to  ship  out  to  Japan  myself.” 

“Japan.” 

“Yes.” 

“Goin’  ter  start  a  laundry?” 

“You  forget !  The  Japanese  are  a  modern  people.  Japan 
is  the  land  of  flowers,  of  life  and  light  and  gayety.  It’s  the 
Paradise  for  me !” 

“Good !”  Wall,  we  wish  ye  luck.  I  never  was  stuck  on 
the  wasliee-washee  people,  anyway.” 

Lane  arose  and  with  a  stride  reached  the  door. 

He  threw  it  open  and  faced  a  deadly  surprise. 

t 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

OVER  THE  HOUSETOPS. 

There  stood  the  two  Bradys,  with  revolvers  covering  him. 

For  a  moment  Lane  was  utterly  aghast. 

His  face  turned  ashen  pale  and  his  eyes  were  like  saucers. 
He  made  a  movement  back,  but  the  stern  voice  of  Old  King 
Brady  said : 

“Hold  !  Move  a  step  and  you  are  a  dead  man  !” 

“Fiends  !”  gritted  the  thunderstruck  villain.  “What  trap 
is  this  ?” 

“Yes,  you  are  trapped,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  quietly. 
“You  may  as  well  make  up  your  mind  to  that.” 

“I  thought — you  were  in  Chicago,”  said  the  crook,  weakly. 

“And  so  you  dared  to  come  to  the  city,  eh?  Well,  you  see 
,how  easy  it  is  to  make  a  mistake.” 

“Look  here,  friends !” 

“Well  ?” 

“You  are  smart  detectives.  You’ve  got  me  all  right.” 

“It  looks  like  it.” 

“I’ll  admit  it.  But  now,  vou  know  the  value  of  monev. 
Of  course  that  is  what  you  work  for.  It  is  a  matter  of  busi¬ 
ness.  Name  your  price.” 

“We  are  beyond  price,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  with  a 
grim  smile.  ( 

“And  you’re  going  to  run  its  in?” 

“Just  so.” 

All  this  while  Hurley  and  Blake  had  stood  like  statues, 
watching  the  detectives.  Now  Blake  made  a  move  forward. 

“Hold!”  said  Harry.  “Or  I’ll  drop  you.” 

The  villain  stopped. 

“Now,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “my  partner  will  go  in  ami 
handcuff  you.  Make  a  move  and  I'll  drop  you  on  the  spot.” 

Harry  lowered  his  pistol  and  entered  the  room. 

Hurley  held  out  his  hands. 

“Put  ’em  on!”  he  said.  “It  ain’t  the  first  time.” 

Harry  made  a  move  to  do  this.  Swift  as  a  lightning  flash 
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Blake  made  a  side  step  and  a  terrible  blow  at  the  young  de- 
teetive. 

'flu-  attack  was  wholly  unexpected. 

So  savage  was  the  blow  that  Harry  went  down  in  a  heap. 

Crack ! 

The  old  detective’s  revolver  spoke.  The  bullet  struck 
Hurley  full  in  the  leg. 

He  went  down  in  a  heap. 

Simultaneously  with  the  report,  Lane  made  a  lightning- 
like  leap  forward.  Old  King  Brady  threw  down  his  pistol 
and  met  the  villain's  attack. 

The  old  detective  believed  that  he  could  handle  the  ruffian. 

Lane  was  a  slender  man,  but  extremely  muscular. 

He  might  have  been  overpowered,  though,  by  the  old  de¬ 
tective  had  there  been  no  interference. 

Harry  was  stunned  bv  the  blow  he  had  received  and  was 
unable  to  help  his’  partner. 

•  Blake  had  made  a  dash  for  the  door  to  escape. 

But  Lane  shouted  to  him. 

“Curse  it !  Come  back  and  help  me  !  We’ve  got  ’em  just 
where  we  want  ’em  !" 

At  this  Blake  turned  about. 

Old  King  Bradv  made  a  tremendous  effort  to  throw  Lane. 

He,  as  well  as  the  crooks,  heard  the  tread  of  feet  in  the 
hallway  below. 

Some  of  the  other  tenants  had  got  the  alarm  and  were 

o 

shouting  for  police. 

The  old  detective  knew  that  if  he  could  hold  the  villains  a 
few  moments  longer  help  would  come. 

But  Blake  made  a  blow  at  him. 

The  detective  swung  around  so  that  Lane’s  body  was  be¬ 
tween  him  and  the  other  crook. 

But  this  weakened  his  hold  on  Lane. 

Blake  gave  a  yell  and  bolted  for  the  door,  crying: 

“Too  late  !  The  police  are  right  here !” 

In  some  manner  Lane  got  one  hand  free  and  swung  it  up 
over  his  head. 

He  gave  Old  King  Brady  a  most  terrific  blow  in  the  tem¬ 
ple.  For  an  instant  the  old  detective's  vision  was  lurid. 

He  reeled  and  sank  in  a~  half-faint  to  the  floor. 

Lane’s  hand  sought  a  knife. 

A  moment  more  and  he  would  have  finished  Old  King 
Brady;  but  Hurley,  helpless,  in  a  corner,  yelled: 

“Don't !  Stop,  pal !  The  cops  are  right  here!” 

With  a  eurse  the  villain  flung  the  knife  across  the  room  at 
Old  King  Brady. 


of  the  building.  Two  other  crooks  have  gone  to  the  roof!*' 

Then  to  Harry : 

“Are  you  all  right,  my  boy?” 

“Yes,"  replied  the  young  detective. 

“Come  with  me,  then  !” 

The  Bradys  sped  up  the  rickety  stairs  to  the  skylight. 

It  was  open. 

They  sprang  put  upon  the  roof. 

It  was  an  extremely  dark  night. 

They  could  see  little  beyond  the  roof  they  were  on. 

Old  King  Bradv  knelt  and  held  his  ear  to  the  roof. 

“They  have  gone  in  that  direction.”  he  said,  pointing  to 
the  west. 

“They  cannot  go  far,”  said  Harry.  “The  roofs  end 
there.” 

This  was  true. 

A  cross  street  here  intervened  and  made  a  space  too  wide 
for  anyone  to  leap. 

Yet  the  detectives  were  sure  their  men  had  gone  in  that 
direction. 

And  so  it  proved. 

For,  as  they  crossed  to  the  last  housetop,  the  detectives 
were  thrilled  to  see  a  dark  figure  lowering  itself  over  the 
edge  of  the  roof. 

“Mercy !”  cried  Harry.  “He  can't  mean  that !  He  will 
be  dashed  to  atoms  below !” 

The  figure  vanished  over  the  edge  of  the  roof. 

c?  o 

A  moment  later  the  detectives  crept  to  the  on ge  and  looked 
over  into  the  abvss  below. 

V 

They  saw  the  lighted  street,  with  its  hard  pavements  fai 
below. 

People,  even  at  that  hour,  were  wending  their  way 
through  it,  and  teams  were  passing  back  and  forth. 

To  drop  that  distance  could  mean  nothing  less  than  death. 

The  Bradys  knew  this. 

V 

But  the  two  crooks  had  not  done  this. 

Over  the  edge  of  the  roof  there  extended  a  line  of  heavily- 
insulated  electric  light  wire. 

I  .  ° 

This  was  of  a  size  and  strength  quite  sufficient  to  hold  a 
man’s  weight. 

It  led  down  a  dozen  feet  to  the  rail  of  an  iron  fire  escape 
below.  Thence  it  extended  to  the  summit  of  a  tall  pole. 

The  foremost  of  the  crooks,  who  proved,  to  be  Lane,  had 
slid  down  to  the  fire  escape,  and  made  his  way  down  the  iron 
ladder. 

lie  was  almost  down  to  the  street  now. 


It  was  buried  a  couple  of  inches  in  the  floor  boards.  An 
inch  nearer  and  it  would  have  pierced  the  old  detective’s 
brain. 

Old  King  Brady  staggered  to  his  feet. 

His  strength  came  back  with  a  rush. 

By  this  time  Harry  had  also  recovered.  The  police  sprang 
into  the  room. 


Tile  sergeant  in  charge  at  once  recognized  the  detectives. 
“What's  this?”  he  cried.  “What's  the  trouble  here?” 
“lake  that  fellow  to  headquarters,”  cried  Old  King 
Bradv,  indicating  Hurlev.  “Send  your  men  out  to  the  roar 


Buy  Blake  had  chosen  the  pole  as  the  quickest  means  of 
descent,  and  was  crossing  on  the  heavy  wire,  hand  over  hand. 

Did  King  Brady  had  left  his  pistol  behind.  So  he  had  no 
means  of  compelling  the  villain  to  stay  where  he  was. 

As  for  Lane,  there  was  now  but  one  chance  of  catching 
him. 

1  his  depended  on  the  police  who  had  been  sent  around 
the  block  by  the  sergeant. 


But  the  Bradys  saw  nothing  of  them. 

“Wo  must  not  let  them  escape,  Harry.”  said  the  old  de¬ 
tective,  as  he  made  a  move  to  swing  himself  over  the  roof. 
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"\\ hat  are  you  going  to  do?"  cried  Harry,  seizing  hold  of 
him  to  pull  him  back. 

“I'm  going  after  them." 

"No.  Let  me  go!  1  am  younger  than  you!” 

Old  King  Brady  realized  that  this  was  so. 

So  he  drew  back  and  said : 

"1  will  go  down  through  the  skylight.  Be  careful,  lad  !” 

But  beforelHarry  could  carry  out  his  project,  the  two  de¬ 
tectives  received  a  horrible  shock. 

Blake  had  almost  reached  the  electric  light  pole  when  a 
terrible  thing  happened. 

It  seemed  that  the  rubber  insulation  of  the  wire  where  it 
met  the  pole  had  crumbled  away. 

This  brought  the  villain’s  hand  in  direct  contact  with  the 
live  wire. 

The  veriest  novice  would  know  what  the  result  would  be. 

The  tremendous  voltage  of  the  electric  current  swept 
through  his  body  in  one  destroying  flame. 

For  an  instant  he  seemed  wrapped  in  flame. 

One  wild,  awful  shriek  of  agony  went  up  from  his  lips. 

Then  he  dropped  the  frightful  distance  to  the  pavement 
below. 

There  he  lay,  an  inert  heap. 

The  Bradys  drew  back  in  horror. 

Harry  did  not  essay  the  passage  of  the  wire.  He  turned 
swiftly  with  the  old  detective  to  the  skylight. 

When  the  Bradys  reached  the  pavement  the  police  were 
holding  back  the  crowd. 

An  ambulance  arrived  with  surgeons.  But  they  could  be 
of  no  use. 

Blake  was  dead. 

In  fact,  there  was  no  doubt  that  life  had  left  his  body 
when  he  dropped  from  the  wire. 


CHAPTER  XV. 


RUN  TO  EARTH — THE  END. 


The  Bradys,  of  course,  were  horrified  at  the  fate  of  Blake. 
But  it  was  the  rude  ending  of  a  crime-stained. career,  and 
terhaps  the  world  was  better  off  without  the  villains  pies- 
?nce. 

They  were  disappointed  that  the  villain  Fane  had  escaped. 
Not  a  trace  of  him  could  be  found. 

But  the  Bradys  yet  had  reason  to  feel  confident. 

Hurley,  with  a  shattered  leg,  was  in  the  hospital. 

Lane’s  real  Scheme  had  been  defeated. 

He  would  never  dare  now  to  put  in  a  claim  lor  the  mil¬ 
lions  of  the  man  he  had  murdered.  Weldon  Harris. 

He  was  a  fugitive  from  justice. 

The  Bradys  believed  they  had  sufficient  evidence  to  secure 
a  new  trial  for  young  Harris,  ii  not  an  actual  acquittal. 

In  the  meantime  they  would  leave  no  stone  unturned  to 

capture  Lane. 

“Awl  we  will  get  him  !”  said  Harry.  "He  cannot  escape 

htetioe !” 


The  Bradys  worked  quickly. 

Sharp  men  were  placed  at  all  the  steamer  lines  and  rail¬ 
road  stations. 

He  was  a  comparatively  easy  man  to  identify  on  account 
of  his  extreme  height. 

The  Bradys  then  went  to  the  hospital  to  see  Hurley. 

The  villain  was-  in  dire  distress  over  the  fate  of  Blake. 

‘Tie  was  my  pal !”  he  said.  “In  course,  we  didn’t  alius 
agree.  But  we  hung  together.” 

“Now,  Hurley,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  astutely;  “I  sup¬ 
pose  you  are  aware  of  the  fact  that  you  must  be  tried  for 
your  life !” 

“Me?”  said  the  crook,  in  surprise.  “I  ain’t' killed  no¬ 
body  !” 

“That  remains  to  be  seen.  The  charge  is  made  that  you 
were  one  of  the  murderers  of  Weldon  Harris.” 

“It’s  a  lie !”  growled  Hurley.  “Lane  is  the  man.” 

“Can  you  prove  that?” 

“You  bet  I  can!  Ye  see,  T  went  there  to  work  as  a  gar¬ 
dener  fer  Harris.  That  was  so  I  could  fix  the  ropes  for 
Lane.  I  left  the  gate  in  the  hedge  open  and  fixed  the  lad¬ 
der. 

“Blake  was  to  do  the  job,  but  he  weakened,  an’  Lane 
crawled  into  the  window  an'  did  it.  That’s  the  hull  truth 
onto  it !” 

“Will  you  sign  a  written  confession  to  that  effect  ?” 

“Yes;  if  ye’ll  take  it  fer  state’s  evidence,  an'  let  me  go.” 

“I  can’t  do  that;  but  I’ll  try  and  get  you  a  short  sen¬ 
tence.” 

For  a  time  Hurley  was  obdurate. 

Then  he  said : 

“All  right !  I’ll  do  it !  I  hate  that  Lane,  an'  I’d  like  to 
see  him  hang,  anywav !” 

So  a  lawyer  was  called  in  and  Hurley  made  his  confession. 

He  was  duly  sworn  and  the  Bradys  at  last  had  in  their 
hands  the  means  to  free  the  wrong  man,  whom  they  had  so 
unluckily  convicted  of  a  crime  of  which  he  was  guiltless. 

With  Hurley’s  deposition  they  at  once  took  a  train  to 
Albany. 

They  called  upon  the  judge,  who  examined  the  confession 
and  at  once  signed  an  order  for  Hocum  Harris’  release. 

The  detectives  sped  quickly  to  the  jail. 

It  is  not  an  easy  thing  to  depict  the  intense  joy  with  which 
the  young  cashier  received  his  vindication. 

Hurley  had  also  made  a  confession  of  the  bank  robbery. 

In  this  Lane  was  also  the  principal. 

He  had  abstracted  the  telltale  memorandum  tablet  from 
the  drawer  of  the  young  cashier's  desk  at  the  bank. 

This  he  had  dropped  in  tin1  old  barn  purposely  to  in¬ 
criminate  his  cousin. 

He  had  also  masqueraded  a>  Hocum,  which  it  had  been 
easy  to  do,  as  he  was  in  height  and  features  much  like  him. 

The  Bradys  were  indeed  very  happy  at  having  thus  been 
able  to  rectify  their  strange  mistake. 

ft  had  come  near  costing  the  life  of  an  innocent  man. 

It  was  now  in  order  to  catch  the  real  murderer  of  Weldon 
Harris. 

This  was  bound  to  be  a  difficult  matter,  the  Bradys  feared 
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The  murderer  had  everything  in  his  favor. 

But  the  usual  fatality  of  the  murderer  pursued  him. 

If  he  had  left  the  country  at  once  he  might  have  defied 
arrest. 

But  he  did  not. 

The  villain  was  so  deeply  chagrined  at  the  failure  of  his 
plans  and  the  obvious  impossibility  of  claiming  the  inherit¬ 
ance  that  revenge  took  possession  of  him. 

It  rankled  him  so  deeply  to  think  that  his  cousin  and  hated 
rival  would,  after  all,  triumph  in  wealth  and  love  that  he 
was  determined  to  thwart  him,  even  at  the  risk  of  his  own 
life. 

So  it  happened  that  he  remained  in  America  and  hovered 
about  Albany,  awaiting  his  chance. 

For  some  unexplained  reason  Old  King  Brady  had  be¬ 
come  possessed  of  a  conviction  that  this  would  be  the  vil¬ 
lain’s  purpose. 

So  he  cautioned  young  Harris  and  watched  for  a  clew. 

And  it  came. 

One  day  Harris  received  a  letter.  Thus  it  read: 

“To  Hocum  Harris,  Jr. : 

“One  who  is  a  warm  friend  and  admirer  would  like  to 
meet  you  and  confer  in  private  upon  a  subject  of  vital  im¬ 
portance  to  vou.  Will  vou  drive  out  to  corner  of  Hudson 
River  crossroads  at  four  this  afternoon?  Wait  by  a  syca¬ 
more  tree.  You  will  find  a  white  handkerchief  tied  to 
branch  to  indicate  place.  There  is  a  deep  reason  for  this 
secrecy,  which  I  will  explain  to  you  later.  It  concerns  one 
whom  you  dearly  love — her  happiness  and  her  life.  Fail 
not !  If  you  fail  to  heed  this  the  consequences  will  be  terri¬ 
ble  for  her.  I  am  sadly  handicapped,  or  I  would  not  ask 
vou  to  meet  me  thus.  Believe  me  your  friend,  and  betrav 
not  this  trust  to  any  other  person,  or  all  will  be  lost !  Hoping 
to  meet  you  at  place  and  time,  I  will  sign  myself 

“A  FEMALE  FRIEND.” 

Of  course,  Harris  took  this  at  once  to  the  Bradys. 

It  was  well  that  Old  King  Brady  had  posted  him  and  so 
strongly  warned  him,  else  his  chivalry  and  faith  in  woman 
might  have  led  him  into  a  death-trap. 

The  moment  the  old  detective  saw  the  message  he 
chuckled. 

“Our  time  has  come!”  lie  said.  “Now  it  rests  with  us 
whether  we  win  or  lose.” 

“You  think  it  a  trap?"  asked  young  Harris. 

“I  know  it  to  be  such.” 

“Shall  1  answer  this  message?” 

“No,  sir !” 

“What  shall  I  do?” 

“About  three  o’clock  order  your  horse  and  drive  out  as 
far  ns  the  turnpike  road.  But  do  not  go  farther.  Turn 
around  there  and  go  home.  You  may  then  wait  for  develop¬ 
ments.” 

“This  is  all  very  mysterious,"  said  the  young  cashier.  “I 
wish  1  knew  what  your  plans  were  to  be.” 

“You  would  be  no  better  off.  You  will  not  have  long  to 
wait.  You  will  have  the  whole  story  in  a  few  hours.” 


“And  you - ” 

“I  hope  we  will  have  the  man.” 

“Or  woman  !” 

“Bah  !  It  is  a  man !” 

“All  right !”  laughed  Harris.  “Am  I  to  look  out  for  an 
assassin’s  bullet?” 

“It  is  well  to  be  on  your  guard.” 

The  Bradys  then  quickly  laid  their  plans. 

Parallel  with  the  Hudson  River  crossroads  were  an  old 
disused  lane  and  a  rocky  cross  highway.  The  detectives  left 
Albany  about  three  o’clock. 

An  hour  later  saw  them  concealed  in  the  lane.  Thev  had 

«/ 

a  good  view  of  the  sycamore  tree,  and  saw  the  white  hand¬ 
kerchief  plainly. 

Gradually  they  made  a  circle,  drawing  each  time  nearer 
to  the  appointed  spot.  Suddenly  they  came  to  a  little  clump 
of  barberry  bushes. 

Here,  right  on  his  stomach,  behind  the  shrubs,  lay  a  man. 

Across  a  stone  lav  the  barrel  of  a  deadly  Mauser  rifle. 

He  did  not  hear  nor  see  the  detectives  creeping  up  in  his 
rear.  It  was  Sam  Lane’s  last  game. 

Old  King  Brady,  with  two  revolvers  covering  the  villain, 
said,  in  a  metallic  voice: 

“Up,  you  scoundrel !” 

Lane  bounded  to  his  feet  like  a  panther,  and  made  a  move 
to  turn  the  Mauser  upon  his  captors.  But  Old  King  Brady 
was  quick. 

Crack ! 

A  ball  from  one  of  the  pistols  shattered  the  villain’s  hand 
and  the  deadly  rifle  dropped. 

The  next  moment  he  was  a  prisoner.  Had  Hocum  Harris 
answered  the  bogus  message  and  stepped  into  the  range  of 
the  Mauser  as  planned  by  his  foe,  he  would  have  been  a  dead 
man. 

Samuel  Lane  never  reached  the  electric  chair.  He  took 
his  life  in  prison.  Nobody  was  sorry  for  this,  and  the  Bradys 
congratulated  themselves  that  they  had  not  sent  the  wrong 
man  to  his  fate,  as  came  near  being  the  case.  They  went 
back  to  New  York  and  soon  were  engrossed  in  another  even 
more  thrilling  case. 

THE  END. 
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for  Him,  by  Sam  Smiley 

7  Skinny,  the  Tin  Peddler,  by  Tom  Teaser 

8  Skinny  en  the  Road ;  or,  Working  for  Fun  and  Trade, 

by  Tom  Teaser 

9  Tom,  Dick  and  Dave ;  or.  Schooldays  in  New  York,  by  Peter  Pad 

10  Mulligan’s  Boy,  by  Tom  Teaser 

11  Little  Mike  Mulligan  ;  or,  The  Troubles  of  Two  Runaways, 

by  Tom  Teaser 

12  Touchemup  Academy  ;  or,  Boys  Who  Would  Be  Boys, 

by  Sam  Smiley 

13  Muldoon,  the  Solid  Man,  by  Tom  Teaser 

14  The  Troubles  of  Terrence  Muldoon,  by  Tom  Teaser 

15  Dick  Quack,  the  Doctor's  Boy  ;  or,  A  Hard  Pill  to  Swallow, 

by  Tom  Teaser 

16  One  of  the  Boys  of  New  York ;  or,  The  Adventures  of  Tommy 

Bounce,  by  Peter  Pad 

17  Young  Bounce  in  Business  ;  or,  Getting  to  Work  for  Fair, 

by  Peter  Pad 

18  The  Mulcahey  Twins,  by  Tom  Teaser 

19  Corkey ;  or,  The  Tricks  and  Travels  of  a  Supe,  by  Tom  Teaser 

20  Out  With  a  Star ;  or,  Fun  Before  and  Behind  the  Scenes, 

by  Tom  Teaser 

21  Billy  Bakkus,  the  Boy  with  the  Big  Mouth, 

22  Shorty  in  Luck, 

The  Two  Shortys ;  or,  Playing  in  Great  Luck, 

Bob  Short ;  or.  One  of  Our  Boys, 

Tommy  Bounce,  Jr.  ;  or,  A  Chip  of  the  Old  Block, 
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by  Com.  Ah-Look 
by  Peter  Pad 
by  Peter  Pad 
by  Sam  Smiley 
by  Peter  Pad 
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or,  Going  His  Father  One  Better, 

by  Peter  Pad 

London  Bob  ;  or,  An  English  Boy  in  America,  by  Tom  Teaser 

Nimble  Nip,  the  Imp  of  the  School,  by  Tom  Teaser 

Two  Imps ;  or,  Fun  in  Solid  Chunks,  by  Tom  Teaser 

Joseph  Jump  and  His  Old  Blind  Nag,  by  Peter  Pad 

Sam  Spry,  the  New  York  Drummer ;  or,  Business  Before 

Pleasure,  by  Peter  Pad 

32  Spry  and  Spot ;  or,  The  Hustling  Drummer  and  the  Cheeky 
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33  Three  Jacks  ;  or,  The  Wanderings  of  a  Waif,  by  Tom  Teaser 

34  Tumbling  Tim  ;  or,  Traveling  with  a  Circus,  by  Peter  Pad 

35  Tim,  the  Boy  Blown  ;  or,  Fun  with  an  Old-Fashioned  Circus, 

•  by  Peter  Pad 

Sassy  Sam  ;  or,  A  Bootblack’s  Voyage  Around  the  World, 

by  Com.  Ah-Look 

The  Deacon’s  Son  ;  or,  The  Imp  of  the  Village,  by  Tom  Teaser 

Old  Grimes’  Boy;  or,  Jimmy  and  His  Funny  Chums,  by  Tom  Teaser 

39  Muldoon’s  Boarding  House,  by  Tom  Teaser 

40  The  Irish*  Rivals ;  or,  Muldoon  and  His  Hungry  Boarders, 

by  Tom  Teaser 

41  The  Muldoon  Guard  ;  or,  The  Solid  Man  in  Line, 

42  Tommy  Bounce,  Jr.,  in  College, 

43  A  Rolling  Stone ;  or,  Jack  Ready’s  Life  of  Fun, 

44  Black  and  White  ;  or,  Jack  Ready’s  Funny  Partner, 

45  Shorty,  Junior ;  or,  The  Son  of  His  Dad, 

46  Behind  the  Scenes ;  or,  Out  With  a  New  York  Combination, 

by  Peter  Pad 

47  Before  the  Footlights  ;  or,  The  Ups  and  Downs  of  Stage  Life, 

by  Peter  Pad 

48  Cheeky  and  Chipper  ;  or,  Through  Thick  and  Thin, 

by  Com.  Ah-Look 

49  Bob  Rollick;  or,  What  Was  He  Born  For?  by  Peter  Pad 

50  The  Pride  of  the  School ;  or,  The  Boy  Who  Was  Never  Found 

Out,  by  Peter  Pad 

51  Sassy  Sam  Sumner.  A  Sequel  to  Sassy  Sam,  by  Com.  Ah-Look 

52  A  Bad  Egg ;  or,  Hard  to  Crack,  by  Tom  Teaser 

53  Sam  ;  or,  The  Troublesome  Foundling,  by  Peter  Pad 

54  The  Bachelor’s  Boy ;  or,  Worse  Than  a  Yellow  Dog,  by  Peter  Pad 

55  Truthful  Jack ;  or,  On  Board  the  Nancy  Jane, 

56  Two  in  a  Box ;  or,  The  Long  and  the  Short  of  It, 

57  Smart  &  Co.,  The  Boy  Peddlers, 

58  A  Happy  Family  ;  or,  Two  Boys,  Two  Coons,  a 
Mule, 

Fred  Fresh  ;  or,  As  Green  as  Grass, 

Ikey  ;  or,  He  Never  Got  Left, 

Jimmy  Grimes ;  or,  Sharp,  Smart  and  Sassy, 

Grimes  &  Co.  ;  or,  The  Deacon’s  Son  on  the  Jump, 

An  Old  Boy  ;  or,  Maloney  After  Education, 
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Billy  Moss  ;  or,.  From  One  Thing  to  Another, 
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Those  Quiet  Twins, 

Fat  Clem  Brown  ;  or,  The  Laziest  Coon  in  Town, 

The  Traveling  Dude ;  or,  The  Comical  Adventures  of  Clarence 
Fitz  Roy  Jones,  by  Tqm  Teaser 

Muldoon's  Brother  Dan,  by  Tom  Teaser 

The  Honorable  Mike  Growler ;  or,  Muldoon’s  Breezy  Friend, 

by  Tom  Teaser 

The  Deacon’s  Boy ;  or,  The  W’orst  in  Town,  by  Peter  Pad 

The  Two  Boy  Clowns ;  or,  A  Summer  With  a  Circus,  by  Tom  Teaser 
Krank  the  Clown ;  or,  Sawdust  and  Spangles,  by  Tom  Teaser 


cents  per  copy,  in  money  or 


postage  stamps.  Address 

FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher, 


24  Union  Square,  New  York. 


IF  YOU  WANT  ANY  BACK  NUMBERS 

Of  our  Libraries  and  cannot  procure  them  from  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  this  office  direct.  Cut  out  and  fill 
in  the  following  Order  Blank  and  send  it  to  us  with  the  price  of  the  books  you  want  and  we  will  send  them  to  you  by  re¬ 
turn  mail.  POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY. 
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These  Books  Tell  You  Everything! 

I  MPT  FTF  SFT  IS  l  REGHLAR  ENCYCLOPEDIA! 

Each  booK  consists  of  sixty-four  pages,  printed  on  good  paper,  in  clear  type  and  neatly  bound  in  an  attractive,  illustrated  cover. 
Most  of  the  books  are  also  profusely  illustrated,  and  all  of  the  subjects  treated  upon  are  explained  in  such  a  simple  manner  that  any 
child  can  thoroughly  understand  them.  Look  over  the  list  as  classified  and  see  if  you  want  to  know  anything  about  the  subjects 
mentioned. 

THESE  BOOKS  ARE  FOR  SALE  BY  ALL  NEWSDEALERS  OR  WILL  BE  SENT  BY  MAIL  TO  ANY  ADDRESS 
FROM  THIS  OFFICE  ON  RECEIPT  OF  PRICE,  TEN  CENTS  EACH,  OR  ANY  THREE  BOOKS  FOR  TWENTY-FIVE 
CENTS.  POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY.  Address  FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  N.  Y. 


SPORTING. 

No.  21.  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH.— The  most  complete 
hunting  and  fishing  guide  ever  published.  It  contains  full  in¬ 
structions  about  guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping  and  fishing, 
together  with  descriptions  of  game  and  fish. 

No.  26.  HOW  TO  ROW,  SAIL  AND  BUILD  A  BOAT. — h  ully 
illustrated.  Every  boy  should  know  how  to  row  and  sail  a  boat. 
Full  instructions  are  given  in  this  little  book,  together  with  in¬ 
structions  on  swimming  and  riding,  companion  sports  to  boating. 

No.  47.  HOW  TO  BREAK,  RIDE,  AND  DRIVE  A  HORSE.— 
A  complete  treatise  on  the  horse.  Describing  the  most  useful  horses 
for  business,  the  best  horses  for  the  road ;  also  valuable  recipes  tor 
diseases  peculiar  to  the  horse.  _  , 

No.  48.  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL  CANOES.— A  handy 
book  for  boys,  containing  full  directions  for  constructing  canoes 
and  the  most  popular  manner  of  sailing  them.  Fully  illustrated. 
By  C.  Stansfield  Hicks. 

FORTUNE  TELLING. 

No".  1.  NAPOLEON’S  ORACULUM  AND  DREAM  BOOK.— 
Containing  the  great  oracle  of  human  destiny  ;  *alst)  the  true  mean¬ 
ing  of  almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with  charms,  ceremonies, 
and  curious  games  of  cards.  A  complete  book. 

No.  23.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS. — Everybody  dreams, 
from  the  little  child  to  the  aged  man  and  woman.  This  little  book 
gives  the  explanation  to  all  kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky 
and  unlucky  days,  and  “Napoleon’s  Oraculum*’’  the  book  of  fate. 

No.  28.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES.— Everyone  is  desirous  of 
knowing  what  his  future  life  will  bring  forth,  whether  happiness  or 
misery,  wealth  or  poverty.  You  can  tell  by  a  glance  at  this  little 
book.  Buy  one  and  be  convinced.  Tell  your  own  fortune.  Tell 
the  fortune  of  vour  friends. 

No  76.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  BY  THE  HAND.— 
Containing  rules  for  telling  fortunes 'by  the  aid  of  the  lines  of  the 
hand,  or  the  secret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  df  telling  future 
events  by  aid  of  moles,  marks,  scars,  etc.  Illustrated.  By  A. 

Anderson. 

ATHLETIC 

No.  6.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE.— Giving  full  in, 
tetruction  for  the  use  of  dumb  bells,  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars, 
horizontal  bars  and  various  other  methods  of  developing  a  good, 
healthy  muscle ;  containing  over  sixty  illustrations.  Every  boy  can 
become  strong  and  healthy  by  following  the  instructions  contained 
in  this  little  book. 

No.  10.  HOW  TO  BOX. — The  art  of  self-defense  made  easy. 
Containing  over  thirty  illustrations  of  guards,  blows,  and  the  differ¬ 
ent  positions  of  a  good  boxer.  Every  boy  should  obtain  one  of 
these  useful  and  instructive  books,  as  it  will  teach  you  how  to  box 
Without  an  instructor. 

No.  25.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST. — Containing  full 
instructions  for  all  kinds  of  gymnastic  sports  and  athletic  exercises. 
Embracing  thirty-five  illustrations,  By  Professor  W.  Macdonald. 
A  handy  and  useful  book. 

No.  34.  HOW  TO  FENCE. — Containing  full  instruction  for 
fencing  and  the  use  of  the  broadsword ;  also  instruction  in  archery. 
Described  with  twenty-one  practical  illustrations,  giving  the  best 
positions  in  fencing.  A  complete  book. 

No.  61.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  BOWLER. — A  complete  manual 
of  bowling.  Containing  full  instructions  for  playing  all  the  stand¬ 
ard  American  and  German  games;  together  with  rules  and  systems 
of  sporting  in  use  by  the  principal  bowling  clubs  in  the  United 
States.  By  Bartholomew  Batterson. 

/ 

TRICKS  WITH  CARDS. 

No.  51.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— Containing 
explanations  of  the  general  principles  of  sleight-of-hand  applicable 
to  card  tricks;  of  card  tricks  with  ordinary  cards,  and  not  requiring 
sleight-of-hand  ;  of  tricks  involving  sleight-of-hand,  or  the  use  of 
specially  prepared  cards.  By  Professor  Haffner.  With  illustra¬ 
tions. 

No.  72.  HOW  TO  DO  SIXTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— Em¬ 
bracing  all  of  the  latest  and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with  il¬ 
lustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  77.  HOW  TO  DO  FORTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— 
Containing  deceptive  Card  Tricks  ns  performed  by  leading  conjurers 
mid  magicians.  Arranged  for  home  amusement.  Fully  illustrated. 


MAGIC. 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS. — The  great  book  of  magic  and 
card  tricks,  containing  full  instruction  of  aii  the  leading  card  tricks 
of  the  day,  also  the  most  popular  magical  illusions  as  performed  by 
our  leading  magicians ;  every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book, 
as  it  will  both  amuse  and  instruct.  , 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT. — Heller’s. second  sight 
explained  by  his  former  assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  how 
the  secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  between  the  magician  and  the 
boy  on  the  stage ;  also  giving  all  the  codes  and  signals.  The  only 
authentic  explanation  of  second  sight. 

No.  43.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  .MAGICIAN.— Containing  the 
grandest  assortment  of  .magical  illusions  ever  placed  before  the 
public.  Also  tricks  with  cards,  incantations,  etc. 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  over 
one  hundred  highly  amusing*  and  instructive  tricks  with  chemicals. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  69.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT  OF  HAND.— Containing  over 
fifty  of  the  latest  and  best  tricks  used  by  magicians.  Also  contain¬ 
ing  the  secret  of  second  sight.  Fully'illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  70.  HOW  'TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS.— Containing  full 
directions  for  making  Magic  Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  By 
A.  Andersbn.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  NUMBERS.— Showing 
many  curious  tricks  with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By  A. 
Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  75.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  CONJURER.— Containing 
tricks  with  Dominoes,  Dice,  Cups  and  Balls,  Hats,  etc.  Embracing 
thirty-six  illustrations.  Bv  A.  Anderson. 

No.  78.  HOW  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART.— Containing  a  com¬ 
plete  description  of  the  mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight  of  Hand, 
together  With  many  wonderful  experiments.  By  A.  Anderson. 
Illustrated. 

MECHANICAL. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  INVENTOR.— Every  boy 
should  know  how  inventions  originated.  This  book  explains  them 
all,  giving  examples  in  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnetism,  optics, 
pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc.,  etc.  The  most  instructive  book  puth 
lished. 

No.  56.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ENGINEER.— Containing  full 
.instructions  how  to  proceed  in  order  to  become  a  locomotive  en¬ 
gineer  ;  also  directions  for  building  a  model  locomotive ;  together 
with  a  full  description  of  everything  an  engineer  should  know. 

No.  57.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS.— Full 
directions  how  to  make  a  Banjo,  Violin,  Zither,  Aeolian  Harp,  Xylo¬ 
phone  and  other  musical  instruments;  together  with  a  brief  de¬ 
scription  of  nearly  every  musical  instrument  used  in  ancient  or 
modern  times.  Profusely  illustrated.  By  Algernon  S.  Fitzgerald, 
for  twenty  years  bandmaster  of  the  Royal  Bengal  Marines. 

No.  59.  HOW  TO  MAKE  A  MAGIC  LANTERN.— Containing 
a  description  of  the  lantern,  together  with  its  history  and  invention. 
Also  full  directions  for  its  use  and  for  painting  slides.  Handsomely 
illustrated,  by  John  Allen. 

No.  71.  HOW  TO  DO  MECHANICAL  TRICKS.— Containing 
complete  instructions  for  performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  Tricks. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

I ETTER  WRITING. 

No.  11.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS.— A  most  com¬ 
plete  little  hook,  containing  full  directions  for  writing  love-letters, 
and  when  to  use  them ;  also  giving  specimen  letters  for  both  voung 
and  old. 

No.  12.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  LADIES.— Giving 
complete  instructions  for  writing  letters  to  ladies  on  all  subjects; 
also  letters  of  introduction,  notes  and  requests. 

No.  24.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  GENTLEMEN.— 
Containing  full  directions  for  writing  to  gentlemen  on  all  subjects; 
also  giving  sample  letters  for  instruction. 

No.  53.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS. — A  wonderful  little 
book,  telling  you  how  to  write  to  your  sweetheart,  your  father, 
mother,  sister,  brother,  employer;  and,  in  fact,  everybody  and  any¬ 
body  you  wish  to  write  to.  Every  young  man  and  every  young 
lady  in  the  land  should  have  this  book. 

No.  74.  IIOW  TO  WHITE  LETTERS  CORRECTLY.  Con 
taining  full  instructions  for  writing  letters  on  almost  any  subject* 
also  rules  for  punctuation  and  composition;  together  with  spec' race 
letters- 
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The  Black  Band  :  or,  The  Two  King  Bradys  Against  a  Hard  Gang. 
An  Interesting  Detective  Story. 

Told  by  the  Ticker  ;  or,  The  Two  King  Bradys  on  a  Wall  Street 
Case. 

The  Bradys  After  a  Million  ;  or.  Their  Chase  to  Save  an  Heiress. 
The  Bradys’  Great  Bluff  ;  or,  A  Bunco  Game  that  Bailed  to  Work. 

In  and  Out ;  or,  The  Two  King  Bradys  on  a  Lively  Chase. 

The  Bradys'  Hard  Fight  :  or,  After  the  Pullman  Car  Crooks. 

Case  Number  Ten  ;  or,  The  Bradys  and  the  Private  Asylum  Fraud. 
The  Bradys'  Silent  Search  ;  or,  Tracking  the  Deaf  and  Dumb  Gang. 
The  Maniac  Doctor  ,  or.  Old  and  Young  King  Brady  in  Peril. 

Held  at  Bay  ;  or,  The  Bradys  on  a  Bathing  Case. 

Miss  Mystery,  the  Girl  from  Chicago;  or,  Old  and  Young  King 
Brady  on  a  Dark  Trail. 

The  Bradys’  Deep  Game  ;  or.  Chasing  the  Society  Crooks. 

Hop  Lee,  the  Chinese  Slave  Dealer;  or,  Old  and  Young  King  Brady 
and  the  Opium  Fiends. 

The  Bradys  in  the  Dark  ;  or,  The  Hardest  Case  of  All. 

The  Queen  of  Diamonds  ;  or.  The  Two  King  Bradys’  Treasure  Case. 
The  Bradys  on  Top  ;  or,  The  Great  ltiver  Mystery. 

The  Missing  Engineer ;  or,  Old  and  Young  King  Brady  and  the 
Lightning  Express. 

The  Bradys’  Fight  For  a  Life  :  or,  A  Mystery  Hard  to  Solve. 

The  Bradys’  Best  Case  ;  or,  Tracking  the  River  Pirates. 

The  Foot  in  the  Frog ;  or,  Old  and  Young  King  Brady  and  the 
Mystery  of  the  Owl  Train. 

The  ‘Bradys'  Hard  Luck  ;  or.  Working  Against  Odds. 

The  Bradys  Rallied  :  or,  In  Search  of  the  Green  Goods  Men. 

The  Opium  King;  or,  The  Bradys’  Great  Chinatown  Case. 

The  Bradys  in  Wall  Street ;  or,  A  Plot  to  Steal  a  Million. 

The  Girl  From  Boston  ;  or,  Old  and  Young  King  Brady  on  a  Peculiar 
Case. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Shoplifters ;  or,  Hard  Work  on  a  Dry  Goods 

C'tlSG 

Zig  Zag  the  Clown  ;  or,  The  Bradys'  Great  Circus  Trail. 

The  Bradys  Out  West;  or,  Winning  a  Hard  Case. 

After  the  Kidnappers  ;  or.  The  Bradys  on  a  False  Clue. 

Old  and  Young  King  Bradys’  Battle;  or,  Bound  to  Win  Their  Case. 
The  Bradys’  Race  Track  Job  ;  or,  Crooked  Work  Among  Jockeys. 
Found  in  the  Bay  ;  or,  The  Bradys  on  a  Great  Murder  Mystery. 

The  Bradys  in  Chicago  ;  or,  Solving  the  Mystery  of  the  Lake  Front. 
The  Bradys’  Great  Mistake  ;  or,  Shadowing  the  Wrong  Man. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Mail  Mystery  ;  or,  Working  for  the  Government. 
The  Bradys  Down  South  ;  or,  The  Great  Plantation  Mystery. 

The  House  in  the  Swamp  ;  or,  The  Bradys’  Keenest  Work. 

The  Knock-out-Drops  Gang  ;  or,  The  Bradys'  Risky  Venture. 

The  Bradys’  Close  Shave;  or.  Into  the  Jaws  of  Death. 

The  Bradys’  Star  Case  ;  or.  Working  for  Love  and  Glory. 

The  Bradys  in  ’Frisco  ;  or,  A  Three  Thousand  Mile  Hunt. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Express  Thieves ;  or,  Tracing  the  Package 
Marked  "Paid.” 

The  Bradys’  Hot  Chase  :  or,  After  the  Horse  Stealers. 

The  Bradys’  Great  Wager  ;  or.  The  Queen  of  Little  Monte  Carlo. 
The  Bradys’  Double  Net  :  or,  Catching  the  Keenest  of  Criminals. 
The  Man  in  the  Steel  Mask ;  or,  The  Bradys’  Work  for  a  Great 
Fortune. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Black  Trunk  ;  or,  Working  a  Silent  Clew. 

Going  It  Blind  :  or,  The  Bradys’  Good  Luck. 

The  Bradys  Balked;  or,  Working  up  Queer  Evidence. 

Against  Big  Odds  ;  or,  The  Bradys’  Great  Stroke. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Forger  ;  or,  Tracing  the  N.  G.  Check. 

The  Bradys’  Trump  Card  ;  or.  Winning  a  Case  by  Bluff. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Grave  Robbers ;  or.  Tracking  the  Cemetery 
Owls. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Missing  Boy:  or.  The  Mystery  of  School  No.  6. 
The  Bradys  Behind  the  Scenes;  or,  The  Great  Theatrical  Case. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Opium  Dens ;  or,  Trapping  the  Crooks  of 
Chinatown. 

The  Bradys  Down  East ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  a  Country  Town. 


58  Working  for  the  Treasury  :  or,  The  Bradys  and  the  Bank  Burglars 

59  The  Bradys’  Fatal  Clew;  or,  A  Desperate  Game  for  Go  d. 

GO  Shadowing  the  Sharpers;  or,  1  he  Bradys  Deal. 

61  The  Bradys  and  the  Firebug;  or,  hound  in  the  blames. 

G2  The  Bradys  in  Texas  ;  or,  The  Great  Ranch  Mystery. 

03  The  Bradys  on  the  Ocean;  or,  The  Mystery  of. Stateroom  No.  <. 

04  The  Bradys  and  the  Office  Boy  ;  or,  Working  Lp  a  Business  Case. 

05  The  Bradys  in  the  Backwoods ;  or,  The  Mystery  ot  the  Hunters 

06  Ching  Voo,  the  Yellow  Dwarf ;  or,  The  Bradys  and  the  Opium 

67  The  Bradys’  Still  Hunt;  or,  The  Case  that  was  Won  by  Matting. 

08  Caught  by  the  Camera:  or,  The  Bradys  and  the  Girl  from  Maine. 

09  The  Bradys  in  Kentucky;  or.  Tracking  a  Mountain  Gang. 
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74  The  Bradys  in  Society  ;  or,  The  Case  of  Mr.  Barlow. 

75  The  Bradys  in  the  Slums ;  or.  Trapping  the  Crooks  of  the 

Light  District.”  ,  . , 

76  Found  in  the  River ;  or,  The  Bradys  and  the  Brooklyn  Bridge 

77  Thcf^Bradys  and  the  Missing  Box  ;  or,  Running  Down  the  Railroad 

rj^j2  ieves. 

78  The  Queen  of  Chinatown  :  ©r,  The  Bradys  Among  the  “Hop”  Fiends. 

79  The  Bradys  and  the  Girl  Smuggler  ;  or,  Working  for  the  Custom 

House.  ,,,  , 

80  The  Bradys  and  the  Runaway  Boys ;  or.  Shadowing  the  Circus 

Sharps.  ,  ,,  . 

81  The  Bradys  and  the  Ghosts  ;  or,  Solving  the  Mystery  of  the  Old 

Church  Yard.  . 

82  The  Bradys  and  the  Brokers  ;  or,  A  Desperate  Game  in  \\  all  Street. 

83  The  Bradys’  Fight  to  a  Finish  :  or,  Winning  a  Desperate  Case. 

84  The  Bradys’  Race  for  Life  ;  or.  Rounding  Up  a  Tough  Trio. 

85  The  Bradys’  Last  Chance  ;  or,  The  Case  in  the  Dark. 

86  The  Bradys  on  the  Road  :  or.  The  Strange  Case  of  a  Drummer. 

87  The  Girl  in  Black  ;  or,  The  Bradys  Trapping  a  Confidence  Queen. 

88  The  Bradys  in  Mulberry  Bend  ;  or,  The  Boy  Slaves  of  “Little  Italy.” 

89  The  Bradys’  Battle  for  Life ;  or.  The  Keen  Detectives’  Greatest 

Peril. 

90  The  Bradys  and  the  Mad  Doctor ;  or,  The  Haunted  Mill  in  the 

Marsh. 

91  The  Bradys  on  the  Rail  ;  or,  A  Mystery  of  the  Lightning  Express. 

92  The  Bradys  and  the  Spy  ;  or,  Working  Against  the  Police  Depart¬ 

ment. 

93  The  Bradys’  Deep  Deal  ;  or,  Hand-in-Glove  with  Crime. 

94  The  Bradys  in  a  Snare  ;  or.  The  Worst  Case  of  All. 

95  The  Bradys  Beyond  Their  Depth  ;  or.  The  Great  Swamp  Mystery. 

96  The  Bradys'  Hopeless  Case  ;  or.  Against  Plain  Evidence. 

97  The  Bradys  at  the  Helm  ;  or,  the  Mystery  of  the  River  Steamer. 

98  The  Bradys  in  Washington  ;  or,  Working  for  the  President. 

99  The  Bradys  Duped  :  or,  The  Cunning  Work  of  Clever  Crooks. 

100  The  Bradys  in  Maine  ;  or,  Solving  the  Great  Camp  Mystery. 

101  The  Bradys  on  the  Great  Lakes ;  or.  Tracking  the  Canada  Gang. 

102  The  Bradys'  in  Montana ;  or,  The  Great  Copper  Mine  Case. 

103  The  Bradys  Hemmed  In;  or,  Their  Case  in  Arizona. 

104  The  Bradys  at  Sea;  or,  A  Hot  Chase  Over  the  Ocean. 

105  The  Girl  fi'om  London;  or.  The  Bradys  After  a  Confidence  Queen. 

106  The  Bradys  Among  the  Chinamen;  or.  The  Yellow  Fiends  of  the 

Opium  Joints. 

107  The  Bradys  and  the  Pretty  Shop  Girl;  or.  The  Grand  Street  Mystery. 

108  The  Bradys  and  the  Gypsies;  or.  Chasing  the  Child  Stealers. 

109  The  Bradys  and  the  Wrong  Man;  or.  The  Story  of  a  Strange  Mistake. 

110  The  Bradys  Betrayed;  or.  In  the  Hands  of  a  Traitor. 
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